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Chapter 1 


No one knows how it happened, but it happened. For months 
and months, in a cunning and crafty manner, paw by paw and 
hoof by hoof, all the wild animals in every zoo in America plotted 
and planned and shared information for that one triumphant day 
in March—the Day of the Great Takeover—when the wild animals 
suddenly ousted all the zookeepers and took control of all the 
ZOOS. 

Theories and hypotheses, conjecture and speculation, rumors 
and outrage, and good old common gossip swarmed over the 
country like locusts—shocking breaking news on television 
networks, bold headlines on front pages, shrill editorials, heated 
debates in coffee shops, and, later, scientific articles in leading 
scholarly journals—but no one knew just how it happened. The 
simple fact is that one day in March the zookeepers were no longer 
keeping the zoos. 

In Washington, D.C., the morning after the Day of the Great 
Takeover, the first item of business for the wild animals at the 
Smithsonian National Zoo was to rip down the old sign at the 
front gate to replace it with a plain plywood board, painted with 
bold black letters: Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

The next order of business was to stop forthwith using such 
demeaning words as “cage,” “den,” “pen,” “lair,” or “corral” to 
describe their living quarters for the more neutral and aesthetic 
term “area.” 

All the wild animals were busy making new signs for their 
areas: The Beaver Area, The Ostrich Area, The Alligator Area, The 
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Polar Bear Area. The two-toed sloths, always a little slow in 
everything they did, were the last wild animals to nail their sign 
above their area. 
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In the Lion Area, a few weeks later, Mr. Hippopotamus closed 
the newspaper before him and asked, “Did you read this 
morning’s article in The Washington Post about us?” 

“Oh, no,” said Leader Lion, growling with a slight smile. “I 
don’t bother reading newspapers from the Outside World. In fact, I 
rarely read The Wild Washington Observer. What good is that when I 
have your take on the news.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus, who was the Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Policy Consultant, bellowed a deep laugh. He nodded 
his huge gray head as he thought of a recent editorial that Mr. Bat 
had written about the water levels in the swamp of the Alligator 
Area. 

“Ah, that Mr. Bat,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “He seems to want 
to stir up trouble. He flies around and around searching for stories. 
Doesn’t he know how good he has it now?” 

In one corner of the Lion Area, Mrs. Lion was reading a 
pleasant storybook to her two little cubs. 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin and set the 
newspaper on the ground before him. What no one really knew is 
that he and Deputy Leader Mr. Fox alone had secretly pondered, 
outlined, and maneuvered all the events leading up to the Day of 
the Great Takeover with a ruthless, cunning strategy. He and Mr. 
Fox had consulted with Leader Lion for weeks and weeks before 
the takeover, manipulating and plying him with their own ideas so 
that Leader Lion would think he himself had thought of all these 
projects and long-term plans for the goodwill of all wild animals in 
Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus knew that they needed him to 
execute their schemes. Although they considered Leader Lion a 
rather dimwitted but affable wild animal, content to pace about 
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and to take long naps, he could still roar, when needed, with 
conviction and power. They knew they could flatter Leader Lion’s 
sense of pride with ease. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus understood that they needed 
the image of those long-established, ancient beliefs about the King 
of the Jungle for purposes of their own vision of a Wild Animal 
Nation. In the most profound sense, Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus realized that the mythical image alone mattered 
more to the wild animals than did any policy statement or act of 
regulation. 

Mr. Hippopotamus watched Leader Lion as he growled and 
paced about the Lion Area. 

“So, Mr. Hippopotamus, what is the day’s news?” Leader Lion 
finally asked. 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. “But what about 
Mr. White Tiger? What has he been doing?” 

“Oh, him,” Mr. Hippopotamus said with contempt. “He’s fine. 
He’s isolated in his own little area still spouting the antiquated 
ideas of his campaign for Wild Animals AIL.” 

In reality, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had been quite 
concerned when Mr. White Tiger entered the fray for leadership. 
Claws were exposed and the snarls began. 

Despite his calm and conviction at the time, Mr. Hippopotamus 
had great fears that Mr. White Tiger would gain control of the 
takeover. However, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus started their 
shrewd behind-the-scenes consultations and promises with certain 
influential wild animals, especially Mr. Beaver, who would 
eventually become the Representative of Mammals and Birds. In 
the end, their choice of a wild cat had prevailed through a clever 
and dissembling campaign about Mr. White Tiger’s standing as an 
albino minority within his own species. 

“Hmmppff,” Mr. Hippopotamus grunted, “Wild Animals All 
indeed.” 

“Indeed,” Leader Lion repeated. 

“Those antiquated ideas were holding us back. He lacks the 
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new vision. He lacks the boldness. He lacks the courage, which 
you have in so much abundance, Leader Lion.” 

Leader Lion stopped pacing, shook his tawny mane, and sat 
down on his haunches. “Thank you, Mr. Hippopotamus.” 

“After all, Leader Lion, he is a rare species.” 

Leader Lion growled, scratching at the dirt. “That he is, that he 
is. But now that we have control of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington, what should we do?” 

Having spent countless sleepless nights thinking through Mr. 
White Tiger’s catchy little phrase Wild Animals All that had nearly 
derailed his own plans, Mr. Hippopotamus pondered this question 
for a long, long moment, although he knew just what he wanted to 
say; however, he had to appear to think about Leader Lion’s 
question before he answered. 

Once it was apparent that the wild animals would succeed in 
the takeover, he and Mr. Fox had met the very night of the Day of 
the Great Takeover to discuss strategy and to adopt a slogan. 

“Well, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus began. “We need a 
slogan. A slogan to identify our magnificent takeover. Something 
simple and easy for all the wild animals to understand.” 

“A slogan,” Leader Lion murmured, looking down at his paws. 
“Yes, that’s what we need. A slogan.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus nodded his huge gray head. “Something 
that encapsulates the entire new vision for our great Wild Animal 
Nation.” 

“Do you have any ideas?” Leader Lion asked. 

“As a matter of fact, I do.” 

Leader Lion tilted his head to listen more closely. 

“A Benevolent Jungle,” Mr. Hippopotamus intoned. 

Leader Lion thought about that for a moment. “Yes, that’s 
good. That is very good. A Benevolent Jungle. I like it.” 

“I thought you would, Leader Lion.” 

“Should we call a meeting to announce our new slogan?” 

“T think that would be an excellent idea. What time, Leader 
Lion?” 


“I should think noon sharp,” Leader Lion said. 
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“Noon sharp.” 

“Sharp as my claw,” Leader Lion said and roared with laughter. 

Mr. Hippopotamus smiled slightly and handed him a single 
sheet of paper. 

“What's this?” 

“Your announcement of the new slogan,” Mr. Hippopotamus 
replied. “Read it through and memorize as much as you can. Pay 
attention to the notes in the margins.” 

Leader Lion took the sheet of paper and looked down at it. 
“Well, I'll call Mr. Parrot to gather up the wild animals.” 

“Oh, I'll inform Mr. Parrot,” Mr. Hippopotamus said and 
lumbered out of the Lion Area to search for Mr. Parrot, the Media 
Coordinator for Leader Lion. 

Leader Lion stepped over to Mrs. Lion and the two cubs. 
“We're going to announce our new slogan for Wild Animal Nation 
Washington this afternoon.” 

Mrs. Lion closed her storybook as the two cute cubs looked up 
at their father with well-bred attentiveness. 

“What is it?” Mrs. Lion asked. 

“A Benevolent Jungle,” Leader Lion pronounced proudly. 

Mrs. Lion nodded. “That’s quite good, Leo.” 

“T thought of it myself, Lioness.” 

“Only you could think of something that good,” Mrs. Lion 
agreed. 
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Soon, all the wild animals lumbered, scampered, slithered, 
tramped, sprinted, hopped, stomped, flapped, flopped, galloped, 
slinked, and dashed to the Lion Area. 

At noon sharp, Leader Lion stepped forward. 

Every wild animal was there because Mr. Parrot flew from area 
to area to tell them all that it was a most urgent matter. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Leader Mr. Fox was 
there. 

The Reverend Armadillo was there. 
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Wild Animal Nation Washington Shelter Advisor Ms. Panther 
was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Shelter Advisor Mr. 
Coyote was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Territory Mr. Bear was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Advocacy Mr. Vulture was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Preservation Mr. Ostrich was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Preservation Mr. Wolf 
was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Chair, Assembled Chieftains 
of Council Anaconda was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Army General Orangutan was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Navy Admiral Snapping 
Turtle was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Air Force General Eagle was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Marines General Hyena was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Special Forces General 
Rattlesnake was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Reserves General Bobcat was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Inter-Information Mr. Mole 
was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Office of Inquiry Mr. Ferret 
was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Patrol Captain Gorilla was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Major Representative Mr. 
Tortoise was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Representative for Mammals 
and Birds Mr. Beaver was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Representative for Reptiles 
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and Amphibians Ms. Chameleon was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Treasury Mr. Kangaroo was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Education Mr. Elephant was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Commerce Mr. Flamingo was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Area Protection Agency Ms. 
Gazelle was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Supreme Tribunal Justice 
Chief Mr. Giraffe was there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Ambassador Mr. Panda was 
there. 

Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Ambassador Mr. Emu 
was there. 

And, finally, Mr. White Tiger was there, but he sat a few feet 
away from everyone else, eyeing them suspiciously. 

Mr. Bat folded his black wings before him, ready to take notes 
for tomorrow’s edition of The Wild Washington Observer. 

Mr. Baboon, who always thought so highly of himself, plopped 
his bright red buttocks down as close to all the other titled wild 
animals, as though he himself were a member of this elite crowd. 
He squinted his close-set eyes and furrowed his heavy brow to 
listen to this urgent matter. 

Leader Lion gazed at the group of wild animals before him as 
they settled down. Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus stood behind 
Leader Lion. 

“May the Supreme King look down upon us,” Leader Lion 
began. “We are gathered here today to announce our new slogan 
for Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

A murmur of growls and squeaks and purrs and howls and 
hisses filled the Lion Area. 

“Yes,” Leader Lion continued as the murmurs settled down. 
“We need a slogan. We need a slogan that embraces everything 
that this great Wild Animal Nation stands for. We need a slogan 
that will set the standard for all other Wild Animal Nations in the 
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land. And, make no error, my fellow wild animals, never in in the 
history of the Animal Kingdom has a sound bite been more 
appropriate.” 

Some wild animals chuckled and guffawed. Even though 
Leader Lion was their leader and the King of the Jungle, most 
looked upon him as just a regular ol’ lion of any ol’ pride. 

Ms. Panther purred with gigeles. 

Leader Lion glanced at her with fondness because she 
supported him in everything in he did as much as Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus counseled him in everything he did. 

Mr. White Tiger let out a single, brief grunt of a growl. 

“The new slogan for Wild Animal Nation Washington is ...” 
Leader Lion said, pausing a moment for dramatic effect, 
remembering the note in the margin. “The new slogan is ... A 
Benevolent Jungle.” 

All at once, all the wild animals howled and roared and 
trumpeted the new slogan. Mr. Bat scribbled down a few notes 
onto his pad. 

“A Benevolent Jungle! A Benevolent Jungle! A Benevolent 
Jungle!” 

Mr. White Tiger sat silent and pawed at the ground. 

Mr. Baboon twitched his heavy tail as this slogan circulated 
sluggishly in his brain. 

“Excellent, Leader Lion, excellent,” various cries sang out. 

Leader Lion shook his great mane. “Thank you, thank you. And 
that will be all.” 

“Do you think all Wild Animal Nations will adopt this slogan?” 
Mr. Bat asked. 

Leader Lion stared at Mr. Bat because he did not expect any 
questions for the simple announcement of a slogan. 

Mr. Hippopotamus’s tusks started to ache as he remembered 
Mr. Bat’s interview with Leader Lion the other week. Although he 
and Mr. Fox had plied Leader Lion with all the answers to give to 
anticipated questions, what they did not expect was that not only 
did Mr. Bat print the interview, but he also wrote an editorial about 
the interview, in which he claimed that Leader Lion seemed to be 
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the most incurious of wild animals, brain-wise, that he had ever 
met before in his life. 

The moment Mr. Bat asked his question, Mr. Hippopotamus 
started to whisper to Mr. Fox. 

Mr. Bat repeated his question. “Do you think all Wild Animal 
Nations will adopt this slogan?” 

“Yes ... of course,” Leader Lion answered. 

“Oh, they will,” Mr. Fox sneered to Mr. Hippopotamus. “They 
will if they know what's good for them.” 

Mr. Bat then asked, as if overhearing Mr. Fox’s sneer, “Leader 
Lion, do you know what’s good for all Wild Animal Nations?” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes in surprise at this question. 
He didn’t know how to respond and turned his head toward Mr. 
Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox. 

Taking a few steps forward, Mr. Fox declared, “Our Wild 
Animal Values are supreme. And Leader Lion told me that what’s 
good for us is what’s good for them.” 

Every pair of eyes turned to Mr. Fox, including those of Leader 
Lion and even Mr. White Tiger. 

After a moment, as Mr. Fox’s declaration sank in, all the wild 
animals started to chant, “What’s good for us is what’s good for 
them! What’s good for us is what’s good for them!” 

Mr. White Tiger sat silent and turned his eyes down to the 
ground. 

Mr. Baboon twitched his heavy tail with excitement. 

Mr. Bat scribbled more notes. 

“We must make this announcement immediately to the Outside 
World,” Leader Lion said. “Mr. Parrot, call a media conference this 
afternoon, so [ can announce our new slogan to all Wild Animal 
Nations in the land.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Parrot screeched, tapping down this 
important information into his palm pilot. “Immediately.” 

Leader Lion growled amiably. “And that’s enough for today. 
We have a slogan, which is a tremendous accomplishment for one 
day’s work, so now we can relax and play and nap.” 

All the wild animals murmured in agreement. 
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Mr. White Tiger, however, sat up and placed his paws firmly on 
the ground before him. “What exactly are these Wild Animal 
Values that are so supreme?” 

The murmuring stopped as the wild animals turned to look at 
Mr. White Tiger. Leader Lion gaped at him with surprise that any 
wild animal would dare to challenge him in front of all the others, 
especially the troublesome Mr. White Tiger. 

Mr. Fox snarled in disgust because Mr. White Tiger always had 
to spoil the mood with irrelevant questions. 

“What are our Wild Animal Values?” Mr. White Tiger persisted. 

“Well,” Leader Lion began. “Well, heh-heh, we all know what 
they are ... they are, well, you know, Wild Animal Values are Wild 
Animal Values.” 

Mr. White Tiger merely looked at him. 

“Well, heh-heh,” Leader Lion said. “The Wild Animal Values 
are ... are self-evident.” 

“Yes, self-evident,” Ms. Panther repeated. 

“That does not answer my question.” 

“Mr. Hippopotamus?” Leader Lion said, turning to him. 

Mr. Hippopotamus lumbered forward a few steps. Glancing at 
Mr. Fox, he began, “After having had extensive conversations with 
our courageous Leader Lion, he decided that we shall spell out in 
plain words what Wild Animal Values are. We shall make a 
definitive list that defines each and every value that we hold dear 
to our hides and our fur and our feathers for the benefit of a 
Benevolent Jungle. Leader Lion decided to call a committee 
immediately to make this list, isn’t that right?” 

“Yes, of course,” Leader Lion agreed. 

“And we shall start that first thing tomorrow morning.” 

“First thing tomorrow morning,” Leader Lion repeated. 

“Mr. Vulture?” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“Yes,” Mr. Vulture answered, flapping his wings and dipping 
his bald head up and down. 

“Leader Lion wishes you to head this committee.” 

“Of course, Mr. Hippopotamus,” Mr. Vulture wheezed 
unctuously and again dipped his bald head up and down. After 
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all, he was in charge of Wild Animal Nation Washington Advocacy. 

Mr. White Tiger sat silent. 

“And that is all for today,” Mr. Hippopotamus announced. 

“That is all for today,” Leader Lion repeated. 

“Except for Mr. Fox, Ms. Panther, Mr. Ostrich, Mr. Vulture, and 
Mr. Bear.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes and stared at Mr. 
Hippopotamus. “Of course, except for them.” 

“Leader Lion would like to confer with his Top Advisors,” Mr. 
Hippopotamus went on, “to discuss the state of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington. As you all know, being a leader is a difficult 
and time-consuming job.” 

“Yes, itis... it’s ...” Leader Lion mumbled. “It’s ... I have to 
make a lot of decisions and ... and it’s a hard job. It’s a very hard 
job to be leader. It takes a lot of work. A lot of hard work.” 

The wild animals concurred with a low rumble of assent as 
they filed out of the Lion Area. Mr. Bat flew away to write his 
headlines and editorials. 

At that point, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus whispered to 
each other that all future interviews or media conferences would 
have to be limited and carefully scripted. 
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After all the wild animals left the Lion Area, Mr. Hippopotamus 
said, “We need to know what’s going on in all the other Wild 
Animal Nations. That is why we are here today.” 

Leader Lion nodded. 

“Who would like to begin?” Mr. Hippopotamus asked. 

Immediately, Mr. Fox said, “I want to know exactly what’s 
going on with Leader Camel.” 

“Leader Camel?” Mr. Bear said with some surprise. 

“Yes, Leader Camel.” 

“He’s ... he’s leader of Wild Animal Nation Atlanta, isn’t he?” 
Leader Lion asked. 

“No, no, Wild Animal Nation Baltimore,” Mr. Fox corrected 
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him. “Leader Yak heads Wild Animal Nation Atlanta.” 

“I knew that,” Leader Lion said with conviction. 

“A yak, a camel,” Ms. Panther purred. “They all seem alike, 
don’t they?” 

Leader Lion gazed at Ms. Panther. 

“Well, they’re not alike,” Mr. Fox asserted. “They’re not alike at 
all. | don’t like that Leader Camel. He’s been trouble from the get- 
go. He never shared all his information. When he asked for 
additional barrels of fruit to feed his orangutans, we sent them to 
him. Quite a few barrels, I might add. You would think he would 
be appreciative of that gesture, but he was not. Lest we forget, he 
tried to take over the Baltimore Aquarium when all the other wild 
animals were just trying to take over the zoos.” 

“That’s true, that’s true,” Mr. Ostrich said. “He had no business 
trying to take over the aquarium. That was for the whales to do, 
not the camels.” 

“Fortunately, we live nearby,” Mr. Fox continued, “so some of 
our fellow wild animals had to go down there to convince him 
otherwise. There was that awful Minor Skirmish for one long day 
that cost us the lives of three orangutans—let us not forget the 
honorable lives of those three orangutans. That Minor Skirmish 
strained our own ability to take over this zoo. I don’t trust him. 
Not at all. I think he has something in that hump of his.” 

“T would have to agree with that,” Mr. Ostrich said. 

The other wild animals murmured a quiet assent. 

“But didn’t Leader Yak try to take over the Natural History 
Museum in Augusta?” Leader Lion asked. 

“Yes, yes, he did actually,” Mr. Fox said, “but those were just 
stuffed wild animals, Leader Lion. Who cares about stuffed wild 
animals?” 

Leader Lion nodded his head. 

Ms. Panther nodded her head as well. 

“Well,” Mr. Bear said, “for that matter, you could consider 
Leader Mongoose a problem.” 

“Leader Mongoose?” Leader Lion said. 

“He’s the leader of Wild Animal Nation Seattle,” Mr. Fox 
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explained. 

“Oh, yes,” Leader Lion said. 

“T believe he tried to take over an aquarium too,” Mr. Bear 
challenged. 

“But he didn’t,” Mr. Fox said. “He tried, but he didn’t. We 
didn’t have a skirmish with him. He doesn’t concern us.” 

“Even though Leader Mongoose did the same as Leader 
Camel?” 

“It’s just not the same,” Mr. Fox declared. 

“Besides,” Leader Lion said, “Seattle is so far away, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Leader Lion, it is far far away,” Mr. Bear responded. 

“Well then,” Leader Lion said, “Leader Mongoose need not 
trouble us.” 

“And then there’s Leader Komodo Dragon of Wild Animal 
Nation Philadelphia,” Mr. Bear added. 

“And what of Leader Komodo Dragon?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“There’s been some concern that he and Leader Yak have been 
working too closely together.” 

“About what?” 

“That’s the concern,” Mr. Bear declared. “We’re not sure about 
what.” 

“Oh, it’s probably just some commerce issue,” Mr. Fox said. 

Mr. Bear shook his shaggy head. 

“Leader Camel is not to be trusted,” Mr. Fox said in a strong 
voice, exposing his sharp teeth. 

“He’s not to be trusted at all,” Mr. Ostrich agreed. 

“But I thought you liked Leader Camel,” Leader Lion said to 
Mr. Ostrich. 

“Oh, that was years ago, years ago,” Mr. Ostrich said. “But not 
now.” 

“Not now,” Leader Lion grumbled. 

“No, not now,” Mr. Ostrich repeated. 

“And one other thing,” Mr. Fox interjected. “I think he thinks 
he is the King of the Jungle.” 

“What?” Leader Lion said, surprised and confused. 

“Exactly,” Mr. Fox said. “He wants to be King of the Jungle.” 
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“But I’m the King of the Jungle,” Leader Lion stated. 

“Of course, of course, you are,” Mr. Hippopotamus assured 
him. 

“Just who does he think he is?” Leader Lion went on. 

“But,” Mr. Bear pointed out, “Leader Camel lives in a desert 
area.” 

Leader Lion looked from Mr. Bear to Mr. Hippopotamus to Mr. 
Fox. 

“And your point?” Mr. Fox asked Mr. Bear. 

“My point is that Leader Camel does not share the same Wild 
Animal Values that we do.” 

“What? Not share the same Wild Animal Values?” Leader Lion 
exclaimed. “But he’s a wild animal, isn’t he?” 

“A wild animal that has been domesticated,” Mr. Vulture 
squawked. 

“But that’s true for Leader Yak too,” Mr. Bear pointed out. 
“Should we be concerned that some of our fellow wild animals 
have been oppressed by man? Domesticated by no choice of their 
own?” 

Mr. Fox merely snarled. “That is a philosophical debate that has 
no pragmatic implications at all. We need results, not philosophy.” 

“Well, some wild animals have different values,” Mr. Bear said 
simply. 

“How is that possible?” Leader Lion asked. 

“Yes, how is that possible?” Ms. Panther purred in. 

“Well, Leader Camel has desert values,” Mr. Bear calmly 
explained. “And Leader Yak, for example, has mountain values. 
And there are fresh water values, sea water values, grassland 
values, plains values, swamp values, and we, of course, have 
jungle values.” 

“IT wouldn’t exactly call your values jungle,” Mr. Fox said, 
wishing that Mr. Bear would just go away to hibernate. 

“Oh, okay, okay, forest values,” Mr. Bear said. “But forests are 
similar to jungles, after all. Perhaps not with all the thick vines and 
things of that sort but the trees, the streams, the bushes.” 

Leader Lion listened to all this talk about mountains and values 
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and deserts and swamps with a befuddled expression on his face. 

“Enough,” Mr. Hippopotamus interrupted. “So you don’t think 
Leader Camel is a problem?” 

“Well, he is somewhat of a problem,” Mr. Bear admitted. “He 
did not share all his information. He didn’t express sufficient 
appreciation for all those barrels of fruit. And that business with 
the aquarium was indeed a poor tactical move, but we did convince 
him to pull out and unfortunately we did lose a few orangutans in 
that Minor Skirmish. But the point is that we prevailed. He is a 
problem, but not that much of a problem.” 

“Well, I do think he’s a problem,” Mr. Fox said. “A serious 
problem.” 

“T think he’s a problem, too,” Mr. Hippopotamus agreed. 

“Therefore,” Leader Lion concluded, “he is a problem.” 

All the wild animals looked at Leader Lion. 

“And ... and,” Leader Lion continued, “... we'll do something 
about it.” 

“We'll do something about it,” Ms. Panther purred. 

Gazing with bright beady eyes, Mr. Fox said, “I do not trust 
him and I just know he has something in that hump of his.” 

Mr. Bear shook his shaggy head in disbelief. 

Mr. Vulture squawked, “I don’t understand how Leader Camel 
can’t share the same Wild Animal Values that we have. Perhaps 
that’s what happens from generations of domestication. We all live 
under the Supreme King, don’t we? Aren’t jungle values the best 
values? Aren’t jungle values all-inclusive? After all, jungles cover 
most of the earth ... and forests, too.” 

Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head up and down at Mr. Bear. 

“What about the seas?” Mr. Bear asked. 

“Oh, the seas, the seas,” Mr. Vulture said, dipping his head now 
at Leader Lion, “that does not matter because as our wise Leader 
Lion pointed out, ‘What’s good for us is what’s good for them.” 

Leader Lion was tired. He wanted to play with his cubs. He felt 
hungry. He wanted to take a nap. All this talk about jungles and 
values and deserts and domestication threatened to give him a 
headache. 
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“That is all for today,” Leader Lion announced. “Tomorrow, Mr. 
Vulture, call together a committee and write up those Wild Animal 
Values so we can be clear about what they are. We will deal with 
Leader Camel soon after that.” 

“Oh yes,” Mr. Vulture squawked, flapping his wings wide and 
dipping his bald head up and down and up and down. | 
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Chapter 2 


The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Promotes A Benevolent Jungle. | 

Leader Lion glanced at the headline and decided not to read the 
article but to play instead with his cubs. Mrs. Lion purred her 
approval and thought that Leo was such a good father as well as 
being such a good leader for all the wild animals. 

Mr. Vulture convened the meeting to write the list of self-evident 
Wild Animal Values. A small dedicated handful of Mr. Vulture’s 
trusted advisors, a few hyenas and a few shrews, sat on the ground 
of the Vulture Area. Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus, of course, were 
there as well. Mr. White Tiger had asked to be involved, but Mr. 
Vulture shooed him away. 

In little more than two hours, the Wild Animal Values had been 
debated, discussed, and analyzed with little disagreement among 
them. Occasionally, Mr. Fox would simply utter, “What’s good for 
us is what’s good for them.” 
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At noon, Mr. Vulture flapped his wings outside the Lion Area. 

“Yes, Mr. Vulture?” Leader Lion said as he invited him in, 
curious as to why Mr. Vulture was flapping his wings outside the 
Lion Area. 

“T have the list.” 

“The list?” 

“The list of Wild Animal Values that you asked me to write up.” 
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“Oh, yes, yes,” Leader Lion said. “The list.” 

Mr. Vulture handed the list to him. Leader Lion looked at it 
briefly. 

“Good,” he said, scratching a single claw mark at the bottom of 
the page. “Take it to Mr. Tortoise, Ms. Chameleon, and Mr. Beaver 
for their approval and then pass it on to Mr. Giraffe. After that, 
post the list next to the front sign.” 

“Of course, Leader Lion.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his way to Mr. Beaver, Representative of 
Mammals and Birds, and then flapped his way to Ms. Chameleon, 
Representative of Reptiles and Amphibians. 

Once they scratched their marks of approval at the bottom of 
the page, Mr. Vulture flapped his way to Mr. Tortoise as Major 
Representative of all wild animals. 

In the Tortoise Area, Mr. Tortoise had a few questions before he 
would sign his name. Mr. Vulture, impatiently jerking his wings, 
always thought that Mr. Tortoise was always so slow, but he 
dipped his bald head up and down as he answered each and every 
one of Mr. Tortoise’s questions. 

Once he got Mr. Tortoise’s signature, he flapped his way to Mr. 
Giraffe. He consulted with Mr. Giraffe and all the other giraffes on 
Wild Animal Nation Washington Tribunal Justice. After a few 
hushed debates in the Giraffe Area, the giraffes approved the list. 

Mr. Vulture then grabbed a bucket of black paint and a 
paintbrush and flapped his way to the front gate to paint the list 
on a huge plywood board nailed to a sycamore tree by the front 
gate. 

After Mr. Vulture painted the list, he informed Mr. Parrot to call 
all wild animals to read through each Wild Animal Value. 


A BENEVOLENT JUNGLE 
WILD ANIMAL VALUES 


1. All Wild Animals Shall Have A Clean Area 
2. All Wild Animals Shall Have Food 
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3. All Wild Animals Shall Be Free From Harm 

4. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For All Other 
Wild Animals 

5. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For Wild 
Animal Values 

6. All Wild Animals Are Good Animals 

7. What Is Good For One Wild Animal Is Good For All 
Wild Animals 


All day long, Mr. Vulture stood next to the sycamore tree with 
his bald head held high and with evident self-importance as 
various packs and herds and flocks appeared and disappeared to 
read the list. 

Mr. Bat flew immediately to the front gate to inspect the list and 
to take down notes for tomorrow’s edition. 

Mr. Baboon was one of the first to arrive and studied the seven 
values with great concentration, his close-set eyes moving slowly 
down from value to value, scratching his bright red buttocks every 
now and then, before he galumphed off down a path. 

For those who could not read that well, Mr. Vulture laboriously 
explained the seven values. 

Of course, Mr. White Tiger was also one of the very first of the 
wild animals to show up to read the list. He read it and agreed, in 
general, with most of them, although he thought some of the 
wording was rather vague and remained skeptical about the last 
value. Mr. Vulture and Mr. Hippopotamus had both vigorously 
fought for that last value when some of the committee members 
had questioned its relevance. Mr. White Tiger was sure to speak to 
Mr. Tortoise about this new list. 

When Mr. Vulture saw Mr. White Tiger approaching him, his 
feathers stiffened on his back. 

“What does Number 6 mean?” Mr. White Tiger asked. 

Mr. Vulture glanced at the list. “Oh, well, that simply delineates 
the difference between us.” 

“Between us?” 

“Between the wild and the domesticated,” Mr. Vulture 
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explained, as though addressing a cub instead of full-grown wild 
cat. “After all, we don’t have cows and dogs in Wild Animal 
Nation Washington.” 

“But aren’t they animals, too?” 

“Yes, yes, of course, they’re animals,” Mr. Vulture replied, “but 
they do not share jungle values. These values are for wild animals, 
Mr. White Tiger. These are values for a Benevolent Jungle. Even 
you would agree that we must protect our own.” 

“But cows and dogs once were wild, weren’t they?” 

“But they’re not wild now.” 

Mr. White Tiger blinked his eyes a few times and then asked, 
pointing a paw at the last value, “How do you define the word 
‘good’?” 

Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head rapidly up and down a few 
times and flapped his wings once, thinking that Mr. White Tiger 
has always been a nuisance, squabbling about every last detail and 
challenging all change for the good of wild animals. Doesn’t he 
realize that he’s a rare species? 

“Good is good,” Mr. Vulture said. 

“That’s your answer?” 

“Good is ... good is an all-encompassing word,” Mr. Vulture 
said in defense. 

“All-encompassing of what?” 

Mr. Vulture sighed and fluttered his feathers. “Of Wild Animal 
Values.” 

Mr. White Tiger merely shook his great white head as a gaggle 
of geese waddled up to read the list. 

“But that doesn’t—” 

One of the geese honked, “What does Number 4 mean?” 

Mr. Vulture was extremely relieved to be interrupted as he 
turned to the goose to explain Number 4. 

Mr. White Tiger watched for a moment before padding away to 
his area with many questions and thoughts and concerns swirling 
through his mind. 
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And wild animal life went on. 

The geese honked. The birds sang. The elephants trumpeted. 
The wolves howled. 

The snakes shed their skins. The wild cats preened. The 
hippopotami lolled in their pond. The monkeys picked and 
groomed the fur of one another. 

One day, all worked up and excited over the slogan and the list 
of Wild Animal Values, Mr. Baboon dragged an old crate into the 
center of an intersection of crosswalks and mounted it. He started 
to yowl, “A Benevolent Jungle is good for all! A Benevolent Jungle 
is good for all!” 

When some wild animals heard all this yowling, they marched 
up to Mr. Baboon to listen. A small crowd assembled as Mr. 
Baboon continued to yowl and shriek. “We have food. We have 
clean areas. What more do we need? What more could any wild 
animal desire? Leader Lion is a great leader!” 

The wild animals nodded in agreement. 

However, when one lemur suggested that he might like another 
tree in his area, since all lemurs live an arboreal life, Mr. Baboon 
shouted him down. “How dare you be so selfish? How many trees 
do you have?” 

“Well, four,” the lemur answered. 

“And four trees are not enough? You want five trees? Five? Why 
not eight or ten or twenty or thirty? When will it stop? That is a 
selfish concern that does envision the true meaning of the slogan of 
a Benevolent Jungle. Why must wild animals think they need more 
and more when our great Leader Lion has done so much for us. 
Are you against Wild Animal Nation Washington?” 

“Of course not,” the lemur replied. “I just suggested that 
another—” 

Mr. Baboon did not let him finish. “We have a Benevolent 
Jungle, clearly outlined by our list of Wild Animal Values, so I 
suggest that you read them again and again. Leader Lion is just 
and fair and has only the best interests of wild animals at heart. We 
live in a Benevolent Jungle, and you should be grateful for that 
privilege. If you are not grateful for that privilege, then you are 
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displaying true anti-wild animal values! Is that it? Are you anti- 
wild? Why not be domesticated, huh? Do you want to be 
domesticated? Would that be better, huh?” 

The lemur appeared rather shocked at this denunciation. A few 
otters and lemmings were vigorously nodding their heads. 

“Geez,” the lemur murmured. “All I said was that it would be 
nice to have another tree.” 

Mr. Baboon continued to yowl from the top of his crate as Mr. 
Hippopotamus lifted his head from his own private pond that had 
recently been installed to listen to all this yowling. With curiosity, 
he eyed him and the crowd surrounding him. Hmmm, baboons are 
rather stupid wild animals, he thought, but he might be of use later 
on. 

After Mr. Baboon finished his yowling, Mr. Hippopotamus 
approached him and asked if he would like to visit his private 
pond. Thrilled to have been approached by Mr. Hippopotamus, 
Mr. Baboon quickly accepted the invitation. 

Mr. Flamingo, as Director of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
Commerce, was just as busy as he could be, fluttering his pink 
feathers and stretching his thin neck to deal with each and every 
new transaction. After all, he was responsible for coordinating 
trade with the Outside World for food and water. 

Through a meeting with Mr. Fox, who was always well 
connected with the Outside World, Mr. Flamingo struck an 
excellent deal with one meatpacking seller from Baltimore 
(Washington and Baltimore being so close together), because all the 
carnivores of Wild Animal Nation Washington had agreed to eat 
only the meat of domesticated animals. Therefore, once a day, a 
truck from Baltimore drove up to the back gate to deliver bloody 
sides of beef, slabs of pork, and chopped-up chickens. Fish, 
vegetables, fruit, hay, seeds, and aquatic plants, of course, were 
much simpler matters for Mr. Flamingo to attend to. 

The meat was so good, however, that Mr. Fox and a few other 
carnivore cronies decided that they wanted more. — 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus met alone with Leader Lion. 
After that meeting, Leader Lion, being a carnivore himself, ordered 
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that more meat be delivered. 

Week from week, trucks from Baltimore delivered meat twice a 
day. And then three times a day. 

Mr. Bat, having received a little buzz of information about all 
these additional trucks pulling up to the back gate, flew one night 
to a nearby tree and hung there to watch. 

A Baltimore Produce Truck pulled up. The men, however, 
starting hauling out slabs of beef. Mr. Bat could not believe his 
eyes, so he flew furtively about the men unloading the Baltimore 
Produce Truck to make sure that the slabs of beef were indeed 
slabs of beef. 


ob oF OF 


The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Produce Truck Delivers Meat, Not Vegetables. 

Mr. White Tiger read the article with increasing dismay. 

Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon also read the 
article with deep concern. 

In the Lion Area, Mr. Fox slapped the newspaper down to the 
ground in fury. “How could this have happened? How?” 

That afternoon Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had called an 
emergency meeting with Leader Lion—a closed-gate meeting. 

“How? How? How?” 

Mr. Hippopotamus sat placidly and looked about. 

Growling, Leader Lion paced the ground. 

“That Mr. Bat is nothing but trouble!” Mr. Fox shouted. “What 
is he now? A vampire bat? Is he a foe of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington? He must be watched at all costs. We do not need this 
type of trouble.” 

“Nothing but trouble,” Leader Lion grumbled. “But how could 
he be a foe? He has enough insects to eat. Why should he care 
about beef?” 

“That's not quite the point,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“It's not?” 

“The point is that the meat was delivered in a produce truck.” 
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“50?” 

“Well, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus explained slowly. “It 
might give the appearance of deception to the other wild animals.” 

Leader Lion sat down on his haunches and twitched his ears. 
“So what do we do?” 

Mr. Hippopotamus glanced at Mr. Fox. “Well, Mr. Fox and I 
have a plan.” 

“Yes?” 

Mr. Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox explained the plan. 

“Okay, okay,” Leader Lion said. “Do it.” 

“One other item,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes?” 

“Something like this must never happen again. Some wild 
animal must have buzzed some information into Mr. Bat’s pointy 
little ears about these meat deliveries.” 

At the word “buzz,” Leader Lion gaped. “That’s not possible.” 

“I’m afraid that’s the sad reality of wild animal life,” Mr. 
Hippopotamus said. 

“And that’s why we need to keep as much information 
classified as Tip Top Secret,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Tip Top Secret,” Mr. Hippopotamus repeated. 

“No buzzes,” Mr. Fox snarled. 

And that’s the moment the Lion Area became even more 
heavily cautious than ever before. Leader Lion called together his 
Top Advisors to discuss the matter in another emergency, closed- 
gate meeting. He forcefully growled that all of them must be on 
the lookout for any wild animal in their ranks who might buzz 
information. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus immediately set their plan in 
action. 

The men in the truck from Baltimore explained to Mr. Tortoise, 
who had been called upon to investigate the matter, that they were 
short on meat trucks that night and had just decided to deliver the 
meat in any other truck—a produce truck being the only one 
available. It had been a simple misunderstanding. 

Mr. Fox had Mr. Parrot call a limited media conference to 
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explain the situation. Mr. Fox said the same words that the men in 
the truck had told Mr. Tortoise. He then went on to explain to Mr. 
Bat and a few others that Leader Lion and all the other Top 
Advisor carnivores were so overworked trying to make Wild 
Animal Nation Washington the greatest Wild Animal Nation in the 
land that they needed more meat to keep them strong and 
vigorous. He pointed out, slyly, that the increased meat deliveries 
would also benefit all the other carnivores in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington—it was the Drip-down Policy (as in blood). 

At first, many wild animals expressed misgiving and 
apprehension over meat being delivered in a produce truck, until 
they read about or heard about the simple mistake. 

The Drip-down Policy produced even more lively discussion, 
especially among the herbivores, who complained that this 
wouldn’t affect them at all. The omnivores, of course, didn’t take 
one side or the other, because they would only stand to benefit. 

Thus, the Produce Truck Mishap faded from sight, but Mr. Fox 
and Mr. Hippopotamus were determined not to let something like 
this ever happen again. 

The irony is that this Produce Truck Mishap had actually 
worked to their advantage, especially with the Drip-down Policy. 
More meat deliveries now happened easily out in the open. Meat 
trucks pulled up to the back gate four times a day. And then five 
times a day. And then six times a day. Finally, meat deliveries were 
happening seven times a day, seven days a week, and Wild Animal 
Nation Washington earned the reputation of becoming the single, 
greatest consumer of meat of all the other Wild Animal Nations in 
the land combined. 
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Leader Lion pranced about the Lion Area with great pride that 
everything once again seemed to be going smoothly: he had a full 
belly all day long, he played with his cubs, he took long naps, and 
he nuzzled with Mrs. Lion. 

One morning, however, Mr. Kangaroo, who was in charge of 
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the Wild Animal Nation Washington Treasury, hopped up to the 
Lion Area to discuss the mounting cost of all the meat deliveries. 

“I can’t just pull money out of my pouch,” Mr. Kangaroo 
complained. 

“Heh-heh, of course you can,” Leader Lion said. “Just make 
more money. We have trees.” 

Mr. Kangaroo raised his forepaws in exasperation. “It doesn’t 
work that way, Leader Lion. We can’t keep spending money like 
this.” 

“Oh, bosh,” Leader Lion said. “Money is no problem. We have 
plenty of money.” 

“Not if we continue as we are.” 

“Heh-heh, why not pull Leader Camel out of your pouch. Then 
we'll have more money.” 

“Leader Camel?” 

“Hmmm, yes, that Leader Camel is a problem,” Leader Lion 
said, digressing. “He has been a problem from the get-go. Don’t 
you know that he tried to take over the Baltimore Aquarium?” 

Mr. Kangaroo did indeed know Leader Camel had tried to take 
over the aquarium—every wild animal knew that. “But what does 
this have to do with the mounting cost of meat?” 

“He’s hiding something in that hump of his,” Leader Lion 
continued, not answering his question. “And when we find out 
what it is, then ... then we’ll do something about it.” 

Mr. Kangaroo thought it very odd that Leader Lion kept talking 
about Leader Camel, but he decided not to pursue the issue. 
Leader Lion just seemed so distant from the immediate matters 
facing Wild Animal Nation Washington that he started to question 
his leadership ability. Dispirited and not quite knowing what to do, 
he hopped away from the Lion Area. 
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The next morning, Ms. Gazelle, in charge of the Wild Animal 
Nation Washington Area Protection Agency, sprinted to the Lion 
Area. 
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“Yes, Ms. Gazelle,” Leader Lion growled. 

“Well, Leader Lion, I’ve been inspecting all wild animal areas.” 

“That's your job.” 

“Yes, yes, I know that, Leader Lion, but I’ve noticed that some 
of the beavers have been using bamboo stalks to build their dams.” 

“And?” 

“Well ... well,” Ms. Gazelle stammered. “T thought we had 
agreed that the bamboo would be protected from such use.” 

“Oh, a bamboo stalk here, a bamboo stalk there. We have 
enough bamboo.” 

“But not if they continue building more dams,” Ms. Gazelle 
went on in her fastidious fashion. “We have exactly three acres of 
bamboo and if the beavers continue—” 

“The beavers can use the bamboo,” Leader Lion interrupted, 
remembering how helpful Mr. Beaver had been during those 
tumultuous days when Mr. White Tiger had challenged him to be 
leader. Mr. Fox assured Leader Lion then that Mr. Beaver would 
always be a strong supporter of him. 

“But I thought—’ 

“Ms. Gazelle,” Leader Lion said forcefully, “let the beavers use 
the bamboo. We have quite a few beavers and we don’t want to 
upset them by restricting their use of building dams. After all, 
beavers build dams. It’s their nature. The beavers will know well 
enough when to stop. You must understand that their industrious 
nature requires such use. A little loss of bamboo won’t hurt us.” 

“We could lose the entire bamboo grove if this continues at the 
present rate.” 

“The beavers will know when to stop,” Leader Lion said. 

Ms. Gazelle, who had been a staunch supporter of Leader Lion, 
looked into his bright yellow eyes with sudden concern. She 
decided it would be a waste of time to explain that the 
hippopotami had been tossing uneaten aquatic plants behind the 
Reptile Area, against all the rules that had been set in place for 
such dumpage to occur at the edge of the swamp at the Alligator 
Area. She sprinted away, wondering why all these rules had 
suddenly been slackened. 
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The following morning, Mr. Elephant slowly stomped his way 
up to the Lion Area. At this point, Leader Lion, who had been 
taking a nap after a good full meal of meat, became annoyed at this 
intrusion. 

“Yes, Mr. Elephant,” Leader Lion snapped at him. “What seems 
to be the problem?” 

“Tt’s about this No Wild Animal Shall Be Trampled campaign,” 
began Mr. Elephant, who was in charge of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Education. 

“What about it?” 

“It seems we might not have enough funding,” Mr. Elephant 
quietly said, noting that Leader Lion’s eyes were a bit bloodshot 
and tired-looking. 

“How can that be?” Leader Lion responded, trying to hold in 
his anger and impatience, remembering his earlier conversation 
with Mr. Kangaroo. “We have enough money.” 

Mr. Elephant did not know if there was or was not enough 
money, but he shook his huge floppy ears to cool himself down 
and pressed his point that the campaign would fall short. 

Leader Lion mused a moment at this demand. 

When Leader Lion merely twitched his ears and blinked his 
eyes, Mr. Elephant suggested, “Perhaps if there were just six 
deliveries of meat a day instead of seven, we could use those funds 
instead.” 

At that remark, Leader Lion growled menacingly, “The 
carnivores of our great Wild Animal Nation Washington need 
meat.” 

Mr. Elephant, himself not a carnivore, lowered his trunk. “But 
we made a promise to the wild animals. That’s my concern. We 
talked it up so much.” 

“That we did, that we did,” Leader Lion agreed and thought a 
brief moment. “We’ll cut down on the delivery of bananas to the 
primates. Yes, that should do it. The primates can eat less bananas 
and more fruit of some other kind.” 
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“Do you think that’s a good idea?” Mr. Elephant asked. “After 
all, the primates are the ones who principally protect us.” 

“The primates will do what I tell them to do,” Leader Lion 
snapped. “There will be one less truck delivery of bananas a day, 
starting today, and you use those funds for the campaign.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Elephant said and stomped away, 
swaying his trunk from side to side. 

No sooner had Mr. Elephant stomped away than Mr. Beaver 
trudged up to the Lion Area. 

“Now what?” Leader Lion cried in exasperation. 

Mr. Beaver looked alarmed at Leader Lion but stated that the 
polar bears had approached him with a concern. 

“And what might that be?” Leader Lion said, trying to remain 
calm because after all it was Mr. Beaver. 

Mr. Beaver explained that the polar bears wanted the 
temperature in their pond to be lowered ten degrees. 

“Oh, my Supreme King,” Leader Lion sighed. He had had 
enough of all these troubles the last few days. “Talk it over with 
Ms. Chameleon and take it to Mr. Tortoise to decide.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Polar Bears Demand Lower Temperatures. 

Another headline in the bottom right-hand corner on the front 
page announced: Less Bananas For The Primates. 

When news of the polar bears’ demand and the vociferous 
complaints of the primates about the decrease in bananas 
circulated through Wild Animal Nation Washington, Mr. Baboon 
mounted his crate and yowled his denunciation of such selfish 
desires. 

“Leader Lion is magnificent! He is right. He is right and he is 
good. How dare a few of our wild animals complain about any 
decision Leader Lion makes. He works and works and works hard 
for us to make this the greatest Wild Animal Nation in the land! 
Why should any wild animal question his logic? Why should he 
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buckle to the silly—and I emphasize the word ‘silly’—demand of 
the polar bears? And the primates should be grateful that they 
even have bananas to eat. Grateful, I repeat. One less truckload of 
bananas a day? What is that? That is nothing if Leader Lion 
decides it is nothing!” 

So Mr. Baboon yowled on. 

Mr. Beaver discussed the issue with Ms. Chameleon. She had 
no concerns. The two of them then discussed the matter with Mr. 
Tortoise. After an hour of debate, they decided that the polar bears 
could indeed lower the temperature in their pond—not ten degrees 
but six degrees—since the price of electricity was rather high. 

Eventually, the primates, under pressure from Captain Gorilla 
and General Orangutan, ceased their complaints about the 
bananas. And everything seemed to return to normal. 

Mr. Fox, Mr. Hippopotamus, Mr. Vulture, Ms. Panther, Mr. Bear, 
and Mr. Ostrich met often to discuss matters of inter-wild animal 
concerns. Mr. Ostrich had requested that Wild Animal Nation 
Deputy Preservation Mr. Wolf be allowed to attend these meetings. 
Soon, Mr. Wolf became a permanent presence at all these meetings 
as well. The issue of buzzes arose again and all agreed, in the 
interests of Wild Animal Nation Washington, that it was necessary 
to keep all discussion among them tightly wrapped. 

Mr. Hippopotamus said enigmatically, “Be cautious with your 
words, lest they learn to lie.” 

The wild animals pondered this statement and agreed entirely 
that what is said among them shall remain among them. 
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At one of their meetings, a few days later, Ms. Panther 
announced that Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Shelter 
Mr. Coyote wished to attend the meeting to discuss an urgent matter 
of importance. The other Top Advisors agreed to let him speak. 
What Ms. Panther did not tell the Top Advisors is that Mr. Coyote 
had actually wished to have a private meeting with Leader Lion, but 
she convinced him that this would be the best avenue to pursue. 
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“It’s about Leader Yak,” Mr. Coyote said. 

“Leader Yak?” Mr. Bear said. 

“Yes,” Mr. Coyote said firmly. “Leader Yak is definitely 
planning to move against Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

“Against us?” Mr. Vulture squawked. 

“Yes, Mr. Vulture.” 

“He is domesticated, after all,” Mr. Vulture said. “Perhaps that 
is part of the problem.” 

Mr. Bear gave him an exasperated look. 

“Domesticated or wild,” Mr. Coyote continued, “Leader Yak is 
preparing to move against us.” 

Mr. Fox scoffed at this statement. “And how, pray tell, is he 
preparing to move against us?” 

Mr. Coyote held up a report in his paw. “Here. It’s in this 
report. I have been having extensive conversations with Mr. Mole. I 
have gathered information.” 

Mr. Mole was in charge of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
Inter-Information. 

“Oh, Mr. Mole, huh?” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes, he and [ have been talking and sharing information,” Mr. 
Coyote went on. “I’ve been able to connect the various buzzes of 
information.” | 

“And what exactly are these connections?” Mr. Ostrich piped 
in. 

“Something about birds,” Mr. Coyote declared, twitching his 
black-tipped busy tail. 

“Birds?” Mr. Ostrich said. 

“Yes, Mr. Ostrich, birds ... and ... and sticks.” 

“Did I hear you correctly? Did you say ‘sticks’?” Mr. Ostrich 
asked. 

“Yes, something about birds and sticks.” 

“Sticks? Birds and sticks? What kind of sticks?” 

“T ... that information I don’t have,” Mr. Coyote went on. “T 
don’t know what to make of it.” 

“Well, I hardly think sticks of any kind should concern us, Mr. 
Coyote. And the birds. Even the birds. That seems highly unlikely. 
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Does he have eagles?” Mr. Ostrich asked, thinking about General 
Eagle who leads the Wild Animal Nation Washington Air Force. 

“Yes, he has three flocks of eagles,” Mr. Coyote answered. 

“Well, we have nine flocks of eagles,” Mr. Ostrich returned. 

“I know that, Mr. Ostrich, but I don’t think he’s planning to use 
eagles.” 

“What then?” 

“That buzz of information I don’t have,” Mr. Coyote responded, 
lowering his tail. “It just has something to do with birds.” 

Mr. Fox jumped in. “We have nine flocks of eagles, Mr. Coyote. 
Do you not think that those highly trained eagles could withstand 
an assault by any other type of birds? Even with these sticks?” 

“It would seem so,” Mr. Coyote said. 

“Tt would seem so?” 

“T just know that Leader Yak is planning to use birds, somehow, 
and ... and sticks to move against us and that our flocks of eagles 
might not be prepared to deal with whatever he’s planning.” 

“Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Fox snarled. “We have eagles and 
orangutans and snapping turtles and hyenas and rattlesnakes and 
bobcats in abundance to preserve our Wild Animal Nation. We 
have gorillas patrolling the perimeters. We have monkeys on the 
alert. We are quite well protected against sticks and birds.” 

Mr. Coyote shook his head. “All the protection possible might 
not be enough to withstand a move against us if we are not 
constantly vigilant of Leader Yak’s movements. We must never 
waver in examining every single idea he has in those horns of his.” 

Although Mr. Fox considered all this talk about birds and sticks 
utterly absurd, he still admired Mr. Coyote’s zeal. “But, Mr. 
Coyote, it is one thing to say that he’s planning somehow in some 
way to use birds and sticks against us, but it is another thing to say 
that he’s amassing additional flocks of eagles. Is he amassing flocks 
of eagles?” 

“Not from what I can gather.” 

“Is he amassing flocks of hawks or falcons or vultures?” 

“Not from what I can gather,” he repeated. 

Mr. Fox fixed him with his beady eyes. “What is he planning to 
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use? Hummingbirds?” 

Stung by this remark, Mr. Coyote licked his lips and twitched 
his black-tipped tail. “Mr. Fox, in all due respect, | am convinced 
that Leader Yak is going to move against us—soon.” 

“We shall review your report, Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Fox said to 
appease him. “And we shall take all proper measures to attend to 
its buzzes of information.” 

Mr. Coyote nodded. 

“But I have another question for you?” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes?” 

“Have you been gathering any buzzes of information about 
Leader Camel?” 

“He’s domesticated too,” Mr. Vulture pointed out, “and he tried 
to take over the Baltimore Aquarium.” 

“Yes, yes, Mr. Vulture,” Mr. Fox said. “We had that Minor 
Skirmish with Leader Camel over the aquarium. That is why he 
concerns me. He has something in that hump of his.” 

Mr. Coyote looked from Mr. Vulture to Mr. Fox. “I have been 
keeping an eye on him as well.” 

“And?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Tt does not appear that he is an immediate threat.” 

“Why is that?” Mr. Ostrich asked. 

“Tt is true that he tried to take over the Baltimore Aquarium, 
but he retreated after that unfortunate Minor Skirmish. I have had 
no new buzzes of information concerning him. He is strengthening 
his forces, that’s certain, but I think it’s to maintain the 
preservation of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore.” 

“You think?” Mr. Fox snarled. “He has something in that hump 
of his, Mr. Coyote, and I expect you to find out what it is. You and 
Mr. Mole. And something more than birds and sticks!” 

“Mr. Fox, I think it’s more important to know what's in those 
horns of Leader Yak rather than the hump of Leader Camel.” 

“T think the hump is more important than the horns, Mr. 
Coyote,” Mr. Fox declared and turned to Mr. Ostrich. “How many 
battalions of orangutans does Leader Camel have?” 

“Three,” Mr. Ostrich answered. 
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“And how many do we have?” 

“Four, Mr. Fox.” 

Mr. Fox turned to Mr. Coyote. “I think that is of more concern 
than a few buzzes of information about ... about something to do 
with birds, don’t you think so, Mr. Coyote?” 

“| realize that that is a concern,” Mr. Coyote calmly responded, 
“but Leader Yak is the one who is planning to move against us. I 
think that if Leader Lion saw this report, he would—” 

“We will let him see your report, Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Fox 
interrupted. “Thank you, Mr. Coyote.” 

Mr. Coyote looked about at all the Top Advisors and thought 
how pigheaded they all were, especially Mr. Fox. How could they 
be discussing Leader Camel more seriously than Leader Yak with 
his report right there before them. Are they so besotted with meat 
that they can’t think straight? 

“Thank you, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Coyote said deferentially as he 
handed him his report. “Thank you all.” 

And with that, he left. 

Mr. Hippopotamus, who had remained silent the entire time 
Mr. Coyote spoke, asked, “Do you think there’s any reason to be 
concerned about Leader Yak?” 

Mr. Fox, flipping through Mr. Coyote’s report, said, “No. No 
need to worry about Leader Yak. It’s Leader Camel.” 

“Mr. Coyote has been a loyal wild animal,” Ms. Panther said, 
feeling that she had to defend Mr. Coyote since he is her Deputy 
Shelter Advisor. 

“Oh, yes, L agree that he is loyal, Ms. Panther,” Mr. Fox 
returned. “But sometimes loyalty and extreme zeal can blur the 
best intentions.” 

“Yes, Mr. Fox.” 

“IT must say that Mr. Coyote has been concerned with Leader 
Yak from the start,” Mr. Ostrich said. 

“Well,” Mr. Hippopotamus said, “perhaps we should pay a 
little more attention to Leader Yak.” 

Mr. Fox handed Mr. Hippopotamus the report. “Okay. We'll 
pay a little more attention to Leader Yak, but it’s not the horns I 
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worry about. It’s the hump. We can’t very well take action against 
something in some way about birds and sticks.” 

As Mr. Hippopotamus looked through the report, he said to 
Ms. Panther, “We’ll summarize Mr. Coyote’s report and you can 
take that to Leader Lion. He never cares to read through pages and 
pages of irrelevant material.” 

“Yes, Mr. Hippopotamus,” Ms. Panther agreed. 

After all the Top Advisors had perused the report, they 
summarized it all down from 32 pages to a single one-page memo. 
Only Mr. Bear thought the report might indicate much further 
inquiry, but he toed the line. 

After the meeting disbanded, Ms. Panther took the one-page 
memo to Leader Lion, who read through it quickly. 

Studying the title “Leader Yak Determined to Move Against 
Us,” Leader Lion asked Ms. Panther, “Need this concern me?” 

Ms. Panther shook her head. “No, Leader Lion, not much. It’s 
important to remember that it’s the hump, not the horns.” 

“The hump,” Leader Lion repeated, “not the horns.” 

And with that, he paced away to take a nap. 
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Chapter 3 


A few weeks later, Wild Animal Nation Washington 
Ambassador Mr. Panda and Deputy Ambassador Mr. Emu 
attended the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League, which was 
celebrated with great glorious pomp and circumstance as the first 
of its kind, in Wild Animal Nation Bronx. 

All the ambassadors of Wild Animal Nations were there. 
Mr. Panda spent most of his free time with the ambassadors of the 
good confederates of Wild Animal Nation Washington: Wild 
Animal Nation San Diego, Wild Animal Nation Chicago, and Wild 
Animal Nation Bronx. Leader Zebra, whose Wild Animal Nation 
Bronx hosted the conference, attended many of the meetings and 
was most gracious to Mr. Panda—he sent his best regards to 
Leader Lion. 

Mr. Panda returned to report to the Top Advisors that all Wild 
Animal Nations were indeed doing well; in fact, all Wild Animal 
Nations were thriving. Mr. Fox listened closely when Mr. Panda 
discussed Leader Yak and listened with even greater attention 
when he spoke about Leader Camel. After Mr. Panda gave his 
account, he left for an afternoon snack of bamboo shoots. 

“Well, it seems that all Wild Animal Nations are doing just 
fine,” Mr. Bear said and then stressed the need to cooperate with 
one another. 

However, Mr. Fox continued his campaign of concern about 
Leader Camel. Mr. Wolf and Mr. Ostrich joined him in his 
denunciation of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore. 

“He’s domesticated,” Mr. Vulture pointed out. 
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“And he has something in that hump of his,” Mr. Fox declared 
once again. 

“And what might that be?” Mr. Bear asked. 

“He might still be trying to take over the Baltimore 
Aquarium.” 

Mr. Bear shook his head. “We convinced him otherwise.” 

“I’m not so sure, not so sure,” Mr. Fox said. “He does not share 
information.” 

“And he does not share jungle values,” Mr. Vulture said. “I 
think he wishes the jungle to become a desert.” 

Mr. Ostrich, Mr. Wolf, and Mr. Fox agreed with him, but Mr. 
Bear laughed. 

“Why do you laugh?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Because that’s not true,” Mr. Bear said. “Camel Leader merely 
wants to do what’s best for Wild Animal Nation Baltimore. After 
all, there are jungle animals there, too, as well as mountain animals 
and others.” 

“But he is in charge and he is a desert animal,” Mr. Fox 
continued, taking up Mr. Vulture’s charge. 

“And Leader Yak is a mountain animal with desert animals 
and jungle animals,” Mr. Bear pointed out. “Have you already 
forgotten about Mr. Coyote’s report on Leader Yak?” 

“Of course [ haven’t forgotten about that,” Mr. Fox said. “But 
it’s the hump, Mr. Bear, not the horns, that concerns me.” 

“Oh, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Bear rumbled, scratching his great belly 
with his claws. “There’s no need to worry. We have things under 
control. All wild animals can work together for the goodwill of 
all.” 

“Oh, I think there is a need to worry,” Mr. Fox said. “We must 
not hide our teeth. Leader Camel does indeed have something in 
that hump of his, I know it. He’s hiding something in Wild Animal 
Nation Baltimore. Something dangerous.” 

“Dangerous,” Mr. Ostrich repeated. 

“Il believe that if there is any movement against us, it will be 
Leader Camel,” Mr. Fox said. 

“And let us not forget,” Mr. Wolf interjected, “that all our best 
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meat comes from Baltimore. That is something that particularly 
concerns me.” 

Mr. Bear looked at Mr. Wolf for a long moment before 
returning his gaze to Mr. Fox. 

“Well,” Mr. Bear said, “if he’s hiding something in Wild 
Animal Nation Baltimore, why not let Mr. Panda go look? Let him 
go look and find out. To see if there’s any concern about that hump 
of his.” 

Mr. Fox did not like Mr. Bear’s suggestion, but agreed to let 
Mr. Panda take a tour of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore. 

Ms. Panther, who was rather quiet the entire time, did listen 
attentively to the entire discussion since she planned to brief 
Leader Lion later on about what had been discussed. 

The moment the group disbanded, Ms. Panther dashed to the 
Lion Area and explained everything, in an ever deferential purr, to 
Leader Lion. Mrs. Lion, who was reading another storybook to her 
clubs, kept glancing up at Ms. Panther the entire time the two of 
them were conferring in the far corner of the Lion Area. 
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Mr. Panda, Mr. Emu, and a squad of orangutans descended 
upon Wild Animal Nation Baltimore. Leader Camel led them from 
area to area to see all that they were doing. He even introduced 
them to the man who sold meat to Wild Animal Nation 
Washington, who assured them that a steady supply of beef, pork, 
and chicken would never be problem. 

Mr. Panda seemed pleased with his inspection of this Wild 
Animal Nation and said so the following day at the next gathering 
of Mr. Fox and the others. 

“Did you inspect the Reptile Area?” Mr. Fox demanded. 

“Of course I did,” Mr. Panda replied. 

“And the Aviary Area?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what about Leader Camel’s own personal area?” 

“Leader Camel let me tour all areas,” Mr. Panda declared, 
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“including his own.” 

“And what about the man with the meat?” Mr. Wolf asked. 
“Did you meet with him?” 

“Yes yes yes,” Mr. Panda impatiently replied. “I met with him 
and I toured all wild animal areas as well as Leader Camel’s own 
personal Camel Area.” 

Mr. Fox merely sneered and dismissed Mr. Panda. 

“So,” Mr. Bear said, stretching his shaggy arms out at his sides, 
“there doesn’t seem to be anything in that hump of his.” 

Mr. Fox was not convinced—nor were Mr. Wolf and Mr. 
Ostrich and Mr. Vulture. 

“I’m still concerned about the man with meat,” Mr. Wolf said. 

“But why? Mr. Panda said that he met with him,” Mr. Bear 
said. 

“That doesn’t mean anything—just meeting him.” 

“The man with the meat said there would be no trouble 
meeting our demands.” 

“What if,” Mr. Wolf said, who particularly enjoyed a good slab 
of pork, “what if Leader Camel convinced the man with the meat 
to decrease our deliveries. What then? What about that? It’s 
possible, you know.” 

Mr. Bear contemplated his question for a minute. He was an 
omnivore, who was trying to cut down on his meat intake anyway, 
recently concerned about his cholesterol. His only vice really was 
to chew a small comb of honey at the end of day. “Well, perhaps 
it’s not necessary to have seven deliveries of meat a day.” 

“What?” 

“Meat is rather expensive. Certainly more expensive than 
celery and broccoli.” 

Mr. Wolf and Ms. Panther both stared with horror at Mr. Bear. 

Mr. Vulture, who relished picking and pecking at a two-day- 
old slab of beef, shuddered visibly. 

Mr. Fox, who was also an omnivore but had become rather 
fond of free-range chicken, peered calmly at his fellow carnivores. 

Mr. Ostrich, who ate only an occasional lizard and wished he 
were a carnivore, twitched his head from side to side. 
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Mr. Hippopotamus, who simply dined on aquatic plants, had a 
bemused expression on his face, and said, “The more meat, the 
more worms.” 

Everyone stared at Mr. Hippopotamus and his strange 
utterance. 

But then Mr. Wolf howled, showing his fangs, “And what if ... 
what if Leader Camel convinced the man with the meat to stop 
deliveries altogether?” 

Ms. Panther let out a loud, painful roar. “What would Leader 
Lion do? He must have meat. He must.” 

The entire gathering erupted into a loud squabble of noise: 
fangs beared, claws exposed, wings flapping. Mr. Hippopotamus 
finally calmed the group down in his usual slow, plodding, 
methodical manner. 

“It is all well and good to discuss theoreticals, but we must 
keep our eye on the main goal,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “The 
main goal.” 

“And what is that goal?” Mr. Bear inquired. 

“To maintain power and control,” he said simply. 

When no one said anything, Mr. Hippopotamus continued. “To 
maintain power and control of Wild Animal Nation Washington at 
all costs. We kicked out the zookeepers and we now have control 
over our own wild lives and our own wild destinies. We have food 
and shelter. We have a slogan. We have a list of Wild Animal 
Values. 

“But the main goal—always, always, always—is to maintain 
power and control and to do whatever it takes to hold onto to that. 
It is all well and good, of course, to anticipate possible problems, to 
remain one step ahead of the others, and to address issues of 
concern decisively, but we must never lose sight of the main goal 
of power and control. After all, we can discuss values and 
principles until our tusks and fangs drop out. It’s okay to discuss 
them up to a point, but they don’t mean a thing if we lose power 
and control. 

“T realize that Leader Camel has desert values and that he might 
have something in that hump of his,” he went on, “and that might 
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be a cause of concern, but we must always maintain power and 
control. We must always maintain power and control of ourselves 
if we wish to maintain power and control of this great Wild 
Animal Nation. 

“Leader Lion is the leader. We must support him. We must do 
what he wants us to do and not question his motives or his 
reasons. The most important business at hand is to display a 
united front for all the wild animals in our Wild Animal Nation. 
And we will. We must stand behind Leader Lion no matter what.” 

Ms. Panther, of course, had no trouble with that declaration. 
“We must stand behind Leader Lion no matter what.” 

All the other wild animals murmured the same words as Ms. 
Panther—even Mr. Bear. 

They all deferred to Mr. Hippopotamus and listened with 
reverence to what he had to say. After all, they all knew that he 
was main force behind the Day of the Great Takeover. 

“Mr. Fox,” Mr. Hippopotamus continued, “why don’t we send 
Mr. Panda down once again to assess the situation at Wild Animal 
Nation Baltimore. I know we need to be mindful of all that is going 
on. Let him go again. Let him report back again. And then we can 
discuss the matter more thoroughly once again about possible 
steps to take.” 

Mr. Fox eyed the old, fat hippo with beaded concentration. 
“Okay. I will talk to Leader Lion about sending Mr. Panda down 
again to Wild Animal Nation Baltimore.” 

“Well, then,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “I think this has been a 
healthy and vigorous discussion.” 

As soon as the meeting ended, Ms. Panther slinked out and 
dashed to Leader Lion to inform him of all that had happened. 
Leader Lion half-listened to Ms. Panther, thinking what nice fur 
she had. 

As soon as the meeting ended, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus 
held their own private meeting to express dismay over Mr. Bear’s 
attitude, a wild animal who should know better. 


+ FH 2 + 
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The trucks filled with meat continued to arrive seven times a 
day seven days a week. Vegetables and fruit and hay and seed 
were delivered in abundance, minus one truckload of bananas. A 
special delivery truck that arrived in the dead of night, stuffed 
with exotic aquatic plants, soon began to arrive as well. 

All the wild animals were happy and working and breeding 
and reveling in their newfound wild freedom. The population of 
Wild Animal Nation Washington increased threefold in four 
months. 

Leader Lion pranced and paced about the Lion Area with 
— serenity. Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus continued to confer with 
him each morning. 

The Top Advisors met once or twice a week to discuss matters 
both internal and external. Leader Camel was always the focus of 
discussion. Leader Yak received scant attention, even with 
additional reports from Mr. Coyote. 

“He's howling at me moon,” Mr. Fox said. “And the moon 
can’t move against us.” 

Wild Animal Nation Washington continued to thrive. 
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One day, late in August, the Reverend Armadillo wobbled his 
way up to the Lion Area. He was an old wild animal, but still spry 
and sprightly. He had garnered a great deal of respect from all the 
other wild animals for his unwavering faith in the Supreme King 
and the Jungle Beyond. Even Leader Lion, who had once gone 
through a rather wild period as a cub, had been guided and 
steadied by his constant meetings with the Reverend Armadillo. 

When Leader Lion saw him wobbling up the path toward the 
Lion Area, he greeted him with deep respect and invited him in. 

“My fond friend,” Leader Lion said. “How are you?” 

“Ah-ah,” the Reverend Armadillo groaned as he settled down 
in a grassy spot and shook his armor of plates. “I can’t roll into a 
ball as quickly as I used to do, but I get by, I get by.” 

Leader Lion tossed his tawny mane and nodded. 
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“T just place my trust in the Supreme King, and I know that all 
will be well.” 

“As it should be, my fond friend.” 

The Reverend Armadillo shook his plates again, obviously 
gathering up his energy and strength to discuss a matter of dire 
importance. His beady black eyes focussed upon Leader Lion with 
intensity. 

Leader Lion sat down on his haunches. “Would you like some 
grasshoppers, Rev. Armadillo? [ can ask Mr. Parrot to get you some 
grasshoppers.” 

“Ah-ah, no, no,” he replied. “No grasshoppers. I have more 
important issues on my mind than insects.” 

Leader Lion nodded again. 

“Ah-ah, I don’t know quite how to begin ... how to begin. It is 
something that [ never dreamed [ would encounter.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes a few times, twitched his 
ears, and waited for him to continue. 

“IT don’t how to put it into words, may the Supreme King 
forgive me, but ... but I saw two wild cats ... consorting together.” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears again. “Consorting?” 

“You do understand, Leader Lion.” 

Leader Lion certainly knew about consorting. “But why is that 
troublesome?” 

“Ah, ah, it is wicked. Wicked.” 

“Wicked? In my ... in our Wild Animal Nation?” 

“Wicked, wicked. Ah-ah.” 

“Why is it wicked?” Leader Lion gently prodded. 

The Reverend Armadillo scratched at a few blades of grass and 
whispered, “I saw a leopard and a cheetah ... ah-ah, consorting 
together.” 

At that pronouncement, Leader Lion pricked up his ears. “A 
leopard and a cheetah? Are you sure?” 

The Reverend Armadillo gravely nodded his head. “I’m afraid 
so. Here. Here, in our great Wild Animal Nation Washington under 
the Supreme King. I never thought to see it, but I saw it with my 
own two eyes behind the Aviary Area.” 
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Leader Lion stood up and paced about the grassy spot a few 
times before sitting back down. “That is a concern, my fond 
friend.” 

“Tt must end,” the Reverend Armadillo declared. “Leopards 
should be with leopards and cheetahs should be with cheetahs. It 
is against all notions of wild animal nature. It is wicked. Ah-ah. 
Wicked. Ah-ah, and it must be ended.” 

“T agree, [ agree.” 

Leader Lion lowered his head and shook his tawny mane. 
Everything had been going so well once again and now this had to 
happen. That it should occur within his own species he found 
particularly disheartening. 

“May the good Supreme King forgive me, Leader Lion, but if 
leopards consort with cheetahs, then when will it stop? When will 
it stop? Ah-ah, before you know it, there will be elephants with 
hippopotami, lemurs with ferrets, wildebeests with bison! Ah-ah, it 
is wicked, wicked! There would be chaos and unimaginable 
horror!” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. 

“Think of cats and dogs,” Reverend Armadillo continued in an 
ever-shrill voice. “They’re domesticated. They practice inter-species 
consorting. That’s the outcome of domestication. The Outside 
World might tolerate such disgusting behavior, but we are not cats 
and dogs! We are wild animals! Ah-ah, our great Wild Animal 
Nation Washington would collapse and decay into unbridled 
licentiousness. It must end, Leader Lion. You must do something 
immediately. Ah-ah, immediately.” 

The Reverend Armadillo paused, catching his breath. 

Leader Lion regarded his small wild friend with benevolent 
concern. “Are you okay, Rev. Armadillo? Would you like a sip of 
water?” 

The Reverend Armadillo shook his head. “Ah-ah, no. I am fine. 
Fine. I follow in the path of the Supreme King. I have encountered 
wickedness before. And do you know how I withstand it?” 

Leader Lion had heard this story numerous times, but he 
indulged the old armadillo. “How, my fond friend?” 
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He twisted his little head to look behind him. “My plates. My 
armor of plates.” 

Leader Lion kept his full attention upon him. 

The Reverend Armadillo continued in a hoarse voice. 
“Whenever I encountered wickedness in this wild animal world, I 
just rolled myself into a ball. My armor of plates protected me. 
Always. Ah-ah, always. It is the Supreme King’s wise and elegant 
design to protect me and to keep me safe.” 

“For protection,” Leader Lion said in a low growl. 

“Ah-ah, yes, for protection. I have plates. A porcupine has 
quills. A gazelle has hooves. And you, Leader Lion, you have sharp 
fangs and sharp claws. It is all one with the Supreme King’s wise 
and elegant design. Ah-ah.” 

“Yes, Rev. Armadillo.” 

“It is all for our protection against the Undergrounder.” 

Leader Lion nodded. 

“If we do not maintain vigilance—a strict and resolute 
vigilance—then our great Wild Animal Nation Washington, will 
sink, ah-ah, sink into the Underground.” 

Leader Lion shifted his haunches and kept his eyes on the old 
armadillo. 

“You must take action, Leader Lion. Ah-ah, decisive action.” 

“T will.” 

“And you must take action, too, ah-ah, about one other matter 
that weighs heavily upon my plates.” 

Leader Lion shifted his haunches again, nodded, and knew 
exactly what other matter Reverend Armadillo was about to 
address. 

“Ah-ah, now that you have the power and the control, Leader 
Lion,” Reverend Armadillo said with deference, “you must put an 
end, once and for all, ah-ah, to cannibalism.” 

Cannibalism. That had been Reverend Armadillo’s principal 
concern for years and years and years—so much so that it seemed 
to overwhelm all other matters under the sky. 

“Tt must end!” Reverend Armadillo declared in a shriek. 

“Yes, my fond friend.,” he agreed quietly. 
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“You can end it. Ah-ah, you have the power now. Use your 
power wisely and the Supreme King will gaze down upon you 
with all his goodwill.” 

Leader Lion stood up again and paced about the Lion Area. 

This issue had been addressed and debated in all those months 
leading up to the Day of the Great Takeover, but many wild 
animals had opposed its consideration because it had no relevance 
to taking over the zoos. Reverend Armadillo had pleaded his case 
with surprising vehemence, but in the end Mr. Hippopotamus had 
appeased him with the promise that as soon as the Day of the 
Great Takeover occurred, he would personally put the matter 
before the wild animals again for full consideration. 

Mr. Hippopotamus argued that it was necessary for all the 
wild animals to be united, first and foremost, on the plan to take 
over the zoos. Reverend Armadillo sadly shook his head and 
simply said that he would no longer make the matter a contentious 
point—for now. Of course, Mr. Hippopotamus, once he got what 
he wanted, let the matter drop from his mind, and his relationship 
with Reverend Armadillo had chilled. 

“You have the power, Leader Lion, to end cannibalism and, ah- 
ah, to end this ... this inter-species consorting.” 

“Yes, Rev. Armadillo.” 

Reverend Armadillo said with a snort of contempt, “Mr. 
Hippopotamus had promised me to address cannibalism soon after 
the Day of the Great Takeover happened, but he has done nothing 
about it. Nothing at all.” 

“It’s very hard to run Wild Animal Nation Washington, my 
fond friend,” Leader Lion growled soothingly. “We had other 
issues to contend with to make our great Wild Animal Nation 
strong and powerful.” 

“Ah-ah, yes, seven deliveries of meat a day is a matter of 
upmost importance,” Reverend Armadillo said in a mocking tone. 
Leader Lion looked with surprise at his friend. “I will take 

these matters to the wild animals, make no error.” 

“I hope so,” Reverend Armadillo said fiercely. “The Supreme 
King decrees it. And you have the power now to change Wild 
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Animal Values. Ah-ah, change them, Leader Lion. Change them, so 
that the goodwill can bloom in this Wild Animal Nation for 
generations to come.” 
And with that, Reverend Armadillo stood up and bid farewell. 
Leader Lion watched him as he wobbled down the path and 
knew that trouble would soon be fluttering the feathers and 
ruffling the fur of his wild animals. 
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In the Lion Area, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus strenuously 
argued that these two issues were not of concern at the moment— 
they would merely sow unrest among the wild animals and it was 
necessary to keep the wild animals united on other matters, such 
as food and labor and preservation. 

However, Leader Lion decided to honor the wishes of his fond 
friend and to place the two issues, cannibalism and inter-species 
consorting, before Wild Animal Nation Washington. Leader Lion 
assured Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus that his wild animals 
would be convinced of his concern and take all proper and speedy 
action. Mr. Hippopotamus simply grinned his tusky grin. Mr. Fox 
jerked his tail from side to side but remained quiet. 

Leader Lion called Wild Animal Captain Gorilla to the Lion 
Area. When he explained the situation of the leopard and cheetah, 
Captain Gorilla pounded his chest with fury. Leader Lion told him 
what to do. 

“Gladly, Leader Lion,” Captain Gorilla said. 

Leader Lion called Mr. Vulture to the Lion Area. He discussed 
the situation about the two wild cats and told Mr. Vulture what he 
must do. Mr. Vulture, extremely upset over hearing about such 
unwild behavior and as deeply worshipful of the Supreme King as 
the Reverend Armadillo, dipped his bald head up and down so 
rapidly that Leader Lion thought it might fly off into a corner of 
the Lion Area. Mr. Vulture flapped his way out of the Lion Area to 
take action. 

Leader Lion then called Mr. Parrot to the Lion Area and 
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explained what was about to happen and what he wanted him to 
do. Mr. Parrot tapped all his notes into his palm pilot, glancing up 
nervously at Leader Lion, prickled with sudden worry since he 
himself had been consorting now for a few weeks with a cockatiel. 

Mr. Vulture flapped his way to the front gate, where the list of 
Wild Animal Values were nailed to the sycamore tree next to the 
Wild Animal Nation Washington sign. He had a bucket of black 
paint and went to work with great zeal. 

Mr. White Tiger happened to be passing by the front gate when 
he saw Mr. Vulture painting more words on the list of Wild Animal 
Values. 

“What are you doing?” Mr. White Tiger asked. 

Mr. Vulture screeched and dropped his paintbrush. Picking it 
back up, he said, “Some decisions have been made.” 

“Decisions?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Vulture said firmly. “Decisions. Leadership 
Decisions.” 

“You're adding another value to the list?” 

“No no no,” Mr. Vulture replied. “Not adding another value.” 

“Then what are you doing?” Mr. White Tiger asked again. He 
tried to see what Mr. Vulture was doing with that paintbrush, but 
he held his great wing out to block his view. 

“You do know that if you add to the list, the Wild Animal 
Nation Washington Tribunal Justice must give their approval, not 
to say Mr. Beaver, Ms. Chameleon, and Mr. Tortoise.” 

Mr. Vulture just went on with his painting, dipping his bald 
head up and down as he dipped his paintbrush into the bucket of 
paint. 

“There must be approval for whatever you're adding to that 
list,” Mr. White Tiger repeated, becoming agitated. 

Mr. Vulture shook his bald head and finished painting the last 
letter. He dropped the paintbrush into the bucket of paint and 
lowered his great wing. 

He turned to face Mr. White Tiger and explained in a haughty, 
high-pitched hiss, “There must be approval for adding another 
wild animal value to the list but ... there need not be approval by 
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the Tribunal Justice or any other wild animal for adding to 
preexisting Wild Animal Values. That is the decree of Leader Lion. 
It is a Leadership Decision. Adding to preexisting values is 
permissible. It is that simple.” 

Mr. White Tiger growled menacingly. “I never knew such a 
procedure was permissible.” 

“Well, now you do,” Mr. Vulture screeched. “And I have many 
other important matters to attend to.” 

With a final squawk, Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head up and 
down, picked up his bucket of paint and paintbrush, and flapped 
away down the path. 

Mr. White Tiger gazed at the list of Wild Animal Values. 

Mr. Vulture had added words to Wild Animal Values Number 4. 


4. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For All Other Wild 
Animals Unless They Do Not Respect Themselves 


It begins already, Mr. White Tiger thought with sorrow and 
anger. As he padded away from the front gate, he was determined 
to challenge this nonsense, this dangerous nonsense. He needed to 
meet with Mr. Tortoise as soon as possible. 

After Mr. White Tiger left, a few other wild animals wandered 
past the front gate and read the list of Wild Animal Values with 
odd expressions on their faces at the added words. Ms. Chameleon 
was among these wild animals reading the additional words, and 
she changed colors rapidly back and forth as she realized what 
was happening. 

Mr. Parrot sent out word that Leader Lion wished to see all the 
wild animals of Wild Animal Nation Washington for an important 
message. 

Reverend Armadillo, needless to say, thought he would be the 
first to arrive at the Lion Area since he knew that his talk with 
Leader Lion had produced results, but he was rather surprised to 
see Ms. Panther there already, preening and licking her fur. 

Many wild animals groaned and grunted and hissed about 
having to attend one more meeting, but the polar bears and 
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monkeys and seals and panthers and leopards and geese and 
cheetahs and giraffes and snakes and elephants and bobcats and 
gazelles and all the other wild animals plodded and waddled and 
slithered to the meeting. However, quite a few wild birds in the 
Aviary Area, contentedly pecking at seeds and happily singing 
songs, decided not to attend. They would hear all about it anyway, 
later on. 

All the Top Advisors were there. 

Mr. White Tiger sat uneasily near the front and wondered what 
additional type of mischief was about to unfold. 

Ms. Chameleon sat there a vivid brown. 

Mr. Baboon plopped his bright red buttocks down, eager to 
hear more messages that he could yowl from his crate. 

Mr. Bat folded his wings. 

Mr. Vulture glanced about with his bald head held high. 

Mr. Coyote continued to think about horns and twitched his 
black-tipped bushy tail. 

As soon as all the wild animals gathered before the Lion Area 
and as soon as all the wild animals had settled down, Leader Lion 
emerged with a string of gorillas on both sides of him. He shook 
his great tawny mane and gazed at the gathering with his bright 
yellow eyes. 

“My good wild animals,” Leader Lion began in a strong growl, 
“may the Supreme King gaze down upon you with the same 
goodwill as Leader Lion now gazes down upon you.” 

Reverend Armadillo smiled. 

Mr. Baboon thumped his heavy tail. 

Mr. Bat unfolded his wings. 

Mr. White Tiger slitted his eyes. 

Ms. Chameleon changed to a vivid green. 

Ms. Panther returned a steady gaze at Leader Lion, who gave 
her a surreptitious wink. Ms. Panther let out a single, soft purr. 

“Leader Lion comes before you,” Leader Lion continued, “to 
bring to your attention matters of utmost concern that must now 
be addressed. We are a strong Wild Animal Nation.” 

The wild animals murmured their assent. 
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“We have a slogan.” 

“Yes yes.” 

“A Benevolent Jungle,” Leader Lion stated. 

“A Benevolent Jungle! A Benevolent Jungle 
started to hoot and howl and hiss. 

“We have clean areas!” 

“Clean, clean, clean!” 

“We have food in abundance. We have the most meat and hay 
and seed and fruit and vegetables of all Wild Animal Nations in 
the land!” 

“Food, food, food!” 

All the wild animals were flapping their wings, stretching their 
claws, stomping their hooves, twitching their tails. The primates, 
however, thinking about the bananas, did not shout with great 
enthusiasm. 

“We have a list of Wild Animal Values!” 

“Wild Animal Values! Wild Animal Values!” 

“And let me remind you that one of our Wild Animal Values is 
‘What is good for one wild animal is good for all wild animals.’ 
That is one of the most important values of all.” 

“What is good for one wild animal is good for all wild 
animals! What is good for one wild animal is good for all wild 
animals!” 

Joining the others, Mr. Baboon yowled at the top of his voice. 

“But,” Leader Lion declared, “Wild Animal Values can 
change.” 

At that remark, some of the chanting subsided. 

“Wild Animal Values can change to become better, to become 
more good.” 

“More good! More good!” Mr. Baboon yowled along with the 
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the gathering 


beavers. 

“It is my responsibility and my duty as the leader of this great 
Wild Animal Nation to see that Wild Animal Values become more 
good, more good for all wild animals. As the sun rises and as the 
sun sets, Wild Animal Values under my leadership will become 
more good.” 
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More of the chanting subsided. 

“As your leader, | must make difficult decisions. It’s hard being 
a leader. Difficult decisions must be made.” 

Most of the chanting had completely stopped, except for Mr. 
Baboon who kept yowling away. 

“It is a matter of Leadership Decision. ] have directed Mr. 
Vulture here to make the list of Wild Animal Values more good. 
More good for all.” 

Mr. Vulture briefly flapped his wings, holding his bald head 
high. 

“And he has done that. One simple addition to one Wild 
Animal Value. Number 4. You can see for yourselves after this 
meeting just how more good the list of Wild Animal Values has 
become. Make no error, the list is now more good. You can read it 
for yourselves.” 

All the chanting had stopped. Mr. White Tiger pawed the 
ground in silence. Mr. Bat furiously scratched down notes. Ms. 
Chameleon turned gray. 

But Mr. Baboon started to yowl, “More good! More good!” 

Leader Lion paused and looked directly at Mr. Baboon, who 
finally stopped yowling. 

“However,” he growled, “it is now time to look squarely at an 
issue that must be addressed once and for all.” 

At that pronouncement, all the wild animals remained silent to 
hear what this issue might be. Reverend Armadillo settled his 
plates and fixed his beady eyes upon Leader Lion. Mr. Baboon 
listened closely, his heavy tail twitching. 

Leader Lion let a moment pass before he roared, 
“Cannibalism!” 

At that single word, all the wild animals erupted into an 
uproar of contentious squawks and squeaks and howls and hoots. 
“Not again!” “It must end!” “We already discussed this!” 
“Cannibalism is the work of the Undergrounder!” “It is wild 
animal nature!” “It is not wild animal nature!” “Why now?” “Then 
when?” “All wild animals don’t practice cannibalism!” “Let those 
who do do!” 
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The shouts and cries and shrieks continued, until Leader Lion 
glanced at Captain Gorilla who ordered his gorillas to start | 
pounding their chests and screaming. Slowly, the wild animals 
ceased their cries as the gorillas’ chest-beatings and screams 
overcame all the noise in the gathering. 

“We must end cannibalism now!” Leader Lion roared. 

“End cannibalism now!” Mr. Baboon could not help himself 
yowling. 

All the cries and howls and hoots and squawks started up 
again. Certain wild animals pointed their claws and hooves and 
paws at other wild animals. The prairie dogs were chattering 
among themselves, since they are essentially herbivores but 
practice cannibalism on some of their young. The gray seals looked 
frightfully around at the other wild animals. The alligators lay 
placidly eyeing the others, snapping their jaws occasionally and 
thumping their tails. Even some of the lionesses glanced uneasily 
from one to the other. 

As all this was going on, Leader Lion glanced again at Captain 
Gorilla. He trudged back into the Lion Area and returned with the 
leopard and the cheetah, in chains—the two who had been seen by 
the Reverend Armadillo consorting behind the Aviary Area. 
Captain Gorilla jerked the chains and dragged them forward. 

“What is this?” squeaked a prairie dog, eager to divert all the 
attention away from his colony and the issue of cannibalism. 

The leopard, shackled in heavy chains and a tight collar, let out 
a tremendous cry as Captain Gorilla jerked him before the 
gathering. Then he dragged the cheetah next to the leopard. 

A profound silence fell upon the wild animals, who were 
stunned and shocked at the sight of two of their own, shackled and 
collared. All thoughts of cannibalism flew from the wild animals’ 
heads. 

“What is going on?” one giraffe asked, stretching his long 
neck. “What exactly is going on here?” 

The leopard and cheetah bowed their heads as Captain Gorilla 
stood tall and upright behind them. 

Reverend Armadillo smiled. 
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Mr. Baboon furrowed his heavy brow. 

Mr. Hippopotamus gazed blandly at this spectacle. 

Ms. Panther wondered what was happening because she 
thought she knew everything that was always happening. 

Mr. Bear placed his paws on his shaggy belly with patience. 

Mr. White Tiger slitted his eyes. 

Ms. Chameleon changed back to a vivid green. 

“This leopard and this cheetah,” Leader Lion said, “may the 
Supreme King forgive me for speaking so bluntly, were found ... 
consorting.” 

Mr. Parrot sent a worried glance over at his cockatiel. 

At first, the wild animals did not understand and their faces 
filled with bafflement. 

“Consorting,” Leader Lion repeated. 

When the wild animals still seemed bewildered, Leader Lion 
said forcefully, “Inter-species consorting.” 

At that, the wild animals understood and glanced about with 
strange expressions at each other. 

“We will not allow such unwild animal behavior to exist in our 
great Wild Animal Nation,” Leader Lion proclaimed. “Do we want 
to become like cats and dogs? Do we? Do we want to become 
domesticated? It is against all wild animal nature and against all 
Wild Animal Values. Such unwild animal actions will not be 
tolerated.” 

Leader Lion turned to Captain Gorilla. “Take these two 
disgusting creatures from my sight.” 

Captain Gorilla dragged the leopard and the cheetah back into 
the Lion Area. 

Leader Lion shook his tawny mane, twitched his ears, and 
exposed his claws. “Those two will be thrown into cages until they 
repent of their unwild animal ways. And make no error, if any 
wild animal practices inter-species consorting, he or she will be 
tossed into cages. Do I make myself clear?” 

In cages? Many of the wild animals thought that they had 
destroyed all cages on the morning after The Day of the Great 
Takeover. The wild animals did not know how to respond and 
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remained silent. Mr. Baboon was already picturing in his mind 
dragging out his crate to yowl about these new concerns. 

Mr. White Tiger was just about to step forward to challenge this 
nonsense when he heard the whoosh of wings of pelicans flying 
low overhead with sticks clamped in their bills. 

Mr. Coyote looked up in horror. Birds. 

And then, the unimaginable, the impossible, the utterly 
unthinkable occurred. 

The Aviary Area was attacked. 


Chapter 4 


A loud blast shook the ground and boomed through the silence. 
Leader Lion lifted his great-maned head and sniffed at the air. The 
wild animals remained still and silent for a moment, not knowing 
what it was, not knowing if it was somehow connected to Leader 
Lion’s speech—a fireworks display or some such celebratory 
flourish. 

Then a spider monkey leaped from tree to tree screeching, “The 
Aviary Area has been attacked! The Aviary Area has been attacked! 
Pelicans plunged into the nets!” 

At first, the screeching words did not make sense to anyone, 
including Leader Lion who remained with his head lifted and sniffing 
at the air. He did not move. He simply blinked his yellow eyes. 

“The Aviary Area has been attacked! Pelicans! A flock of 
pelicans flew into the nets!” 

Captain Gorilla stepped over to Leader Lion and whispered 
into his ear. Leader Lion blinked his eyes again. 

“The Aviary Area has been attacked! It’s burning to the ground!” 

When the gathering of wild animals saw a single toucan, his 
wings singed and his brightly colored bill smashed, flap weakly 
and erratically over their heads and flop down dead at Leader 
Lion’s paws, pandemonium erupted. The wild animals stampeded. 

Mr. Coyote stood up and howled, “Leader Yak!” 

But Leader Lion, bewildered, still remained fixed in one spot, as 
though his paws had been superglued to the ground. 

The wild animals rushed and dashed and leaped, screaming 
and screeching and howling. “The Aviary Area has been attacked!” 
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And indeed a flock of pelicans had plunged straight into the nets 
covering the Aviary Area. 

Captain Gorilla kept whispering into Leader Lion’s ear. He 
blinked his yellow eyes again and then turned his head looking for 
Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus. When he spotted the two of them 
at the edge of the Lion Area, he pulled himself up and padded 
quickly over to them. Captain Gorilla followed. 

“What's happening? What’s happening?” Leader Lion 
demanded. 

“The Aviary Area has been attacked,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“Attacked? We’ve been attacked?” 

“Yes, Leader Lion, attacked,” Mr. Fox snarled. 

“What do we do?” 

Captain Gorilla said, “We have to gather the elephants and 
gorillas and monkeys together to put out the fire and save the birds.” 

“Yes, of course ... of course,” Leader Lion stammered. 

“Do it!” Mr. Fox shouted at Captain Gorilla. “And set up a pack 
of gorillas to guard the gates and fences. Do it! And tell General 
Eagle to mobilize the eagles.” 

Captain Gorilla rushed off, beating his chest. 

Leader Lion still looked bewildered. “Attacked? How could we 
be attacked?” 

“There’s no time for that now, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said and 
turned to Mr. Hippopotamus. “Take him away. Hide him.” 

“Where?” 

“Not to the Lion Area,” Mr. Fox said. “That would be an easy 
target. Take him to the Reptile Area. No one would think to look for 
him there. And take Mrs. Lion too.” 

Mrs. Lion and the two cubs sat trembling in a far corner of the 
Lion Area. Mr. Hippopotamus gathered them all together and 
hustled them off to the Reptile Area. 
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The Aviary Area was entirely in flames—its trees and nests and 
feeders. The nets, held up with poles and draped over the treetops, 
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melted and fluttered down in eerie strings of fire. Scorched 
branches snapped off and crashed down. Nests and feeders 
crackled with fire. Thick black smoke roiled upward into the sky. 
The stench of burning feathers filled the air. The intense heat 
pushed back the wild animals summoned to battle the fire. 

Dead birds spotted the ground. Other birds, flapping and 
squawking, confused and panicked, flew straight into the blazing 
branches to burn to death. Two pelicans, their necks twisted and 
misshapen, feathers scorched, lay dead on the grass at the edge of 
the Aviary Area. The image of the Aviary Area bursting and 
bursting into more and more fires defied imagination. 

A herd of elephants sent streams of water from their trunks into 
the inferno. Lines of monkeys passed buckets of water from one to 
the other and splashed the water into the fiery chaos. Monkeys and 
gorillas rushed in and out of the fire trying to save the birds. 
Captain Gorilla beat his chest and shouted orders. 

With mounting fear, Captain Gorilla saw a great rubber tree 
crack at its base, plummet to the ground, and smash into an 
elephant, breaking his back, killing him. One monkey rushed out 
of the fire with a limp heron in his arms. Another monkey, 
slapping at his burning fur, circled and staggered and circled and 
dropped down dead. 

Still, the elephants and gorillas and monkeys courageously 
fought to save the Aviary Area from the fire. 

Nonetheless, it was soon clear that the Aviary Area could not be 
saved. Captain Gorilla ordered the elephants, gorillas, and 
monkeys to douse the surrounding trees and areas with water to 
stop the fires from spreading. He cleared all other wild animals 
that were milling about from the Aviary Area to prevent further 
harm. 

Once the elephants, gorillas, and monkeys turned their 
attention to the surrounding areas, Captain Gorilla glared in 
disbelief as the Aviary Area went up in flames: nets falling, feeders 
exploding, nests shattering, eggs bursting, trees and vines and 
shrubs burning,. 

There was nothing to do but watch. The other wild animals 
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who had assembled near the Aviary Area stood at a safe distance 
and stared at the conflagration in absolute silence as the Aviary 
Area collapsed before them. 

Some wept. 

Some prayed. 

Some stiffened their tails in anger. 

Mr. Beaver, who represented both mammals and birds, gazed in 
disbelief as he nervously grinded his teeth and slapped his flat tail 
against the ground. Mr. Bat flew crazily through the air from area 
to area collecting comments and quotes. 

News of the attack spread rapidly. Television crews, permitted 
to enter through the gates, filmed the fire and sent live images of 
the destruction over every single network throughout the land. 
Journalists bumped into each other trying to get information. 

As the Aviary Area burned and the television crews filmed and 
the journalists asked questions, Mr. Fox and Mr. Ostrich and Mr. 
Wolf and Mr. Vulture and Ms. Panther and Mr. Coyote stood next 
to Captain Gorilla, their eyes all aglow and burning with the 
unimaginable scene before them. 

Mr. White Tiger watched from a distance and tried to calculate 
how much more harm this attack would add to the harm already 
done in Wild Animal Nation Washington. 
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That night, every single one of Leader Lion’s Top Advisors as 
well as all the leaders of all the Wild Animal Nation Washington 
Armed Forces assembled in the Reptile Area. 

“Flow could this have happened?” Leader Lion roared. 

All the advisors erupted into howls and squawks and hisses, 
until Mr. Hippopotamus opened his wide mouth and bellowed for 
silence. 

“We must remain calm, my friends, calm,” Mr. Hippopotamus 
said. 

“How can we remain calm when we were attacked?” Mr. Wolf 
howled. 


Again, everyone erupted into cries. 

Finally, Leader Lion roared, “Silence! Silence!” 

“What must we do?” Ms. Panther asked. 

“We need to find out who did this,” Leader Lion said. 

“It was Leader Yak,” Mr. Coyote said. 

“Tt was Leader Camel,” declared Mr. Fox. 

“How can you say that? How can you know that?” Mr. Coyote 
asked, his anger bristling at such stupidity. 

“T know,” Mr. Fox snarled with arrogant tones. “I just know.” 

“We need to be sure who did this,” Mr. Bear interjected. 

“Sure, my tail!” Mr. Fox snapped. “Leader Camel did it and 
he’ll pay for it.” 

“I'll go down and swallow Leader Camel whole!” Chair 
Anaconda hissed. 

“T cannot believe this!” Mr. Coyote howled at Mr. Fox. “I cannot 
believe my ears. Leader Yak moved against us. I told you. I told 
you it involved birds. I spelled it all out in my report and you 
didn’t follow up.” 

Mr. Fox stared belligerently at Mr. Coyote. 

“Were you informed, Leader Lion?” Mr. Coyote asked him. 

Leader Lion glanced at Mr. Fox. “Yes, I saw the report. Ms. 
Panther informed me.” 

“But nothing was done,” Mr. Coyote snarled in a low voice, 
twitching his tail. “Nothing was done.” 

Mr. Bear slowly shook his shaggy head. “We need conclusive 
proof. We can’t be seen pointing our paws at some other Wild 
Animal Nation without conclusive proof.” 

“Oh, I'll get you your conclusive proof, Mr. Bear,” Mr. Fox 
sneered at him. 

“And what about Leader Yak?” Mr. Bear asked, dismissing his 
sneer and attempting to be objective. “Could he indeed be the one?” 

Breathing calmly and steadily through his snout, Mr. Coyote 
said, “Leader Yak is the one, Mr. Bear, believe me. I have 
information. I gave you my report.” 

“Does he have pelicans?” Mr. Ostrich asked, almost as a non 
sequitur. 
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“Of course he has pelicans,” Mr. Fox shouted. “We all have 
pelicans. Every single Wild Animal Nation has pelicans.” 

“We have to retaliate,” Mr. Wolf said. “We have to attack 
immediately. We can waste no time.” 

“That's right, Mr. Wolf,” Mr. Ostrich said, turning his long neck 
to look at Leader Lion and Mr. Fox. “We need to be decisive. We 
need to act immediately.” 

General Orangutan, Admiral Crane, General Snapping Turtle, 
General Hyena, General Rattlesnake, and General Bobcat all 
nodded their heads in agreement. 

“But not against Leader Camel!” Mr. Coyote cried. “For the 
love of the Supreme King, Leader Yak moved against us.” 

“T must say,” Mr. Bear said, “that we can’t act decisively when 
we don’t know who attacked us. We need proof. We need 
information.” 

“Oh, information,” Mr. Fox scoffed. “T’ll get you information.” 

“It has to be Leader Camel,” Mr. Ostrich urged. “That makes 
sense. He tried to take over the Baltimore Aquarium, or did you 
forget that little piece of information, Mr. Coyote?” 

“And Leader Yak tried to take over the Natural History 
Museum in Augusta, ” Mr. Coyote coolly responded. 

“That's not the same thing,” Mr. Fox said. “Not the same thing 
at all.” 

“What I’m trying to say,” Mr. Coyote said, “is to examine the 
information. Examine it all. Examine everything before moving 
against Leader Camel because everything will point to the horns of 
Leader Yak.” 

“Lagree with Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Bear announced, in as 
reasonable a voice as possible. “We must be sure before we act or 
we'll look like fools—aggressive wild fools—before all the other 
Wild Animal Nations in this land.” 

“We will never be fools,” Mr. Fox stated. 

“But we need to know,” Mr. Bear said. “Can Mr. Ferret or Mr. 
Mole corroborate any of your information, Mr. Coyote?” 

Mr. Coyote hesitated. Mr. Ferret, who was the director of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington Office of Inquiry, had always been a bit 
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cagey about what he knew. He never fully disclosed everything, 
Mr. Mole, in general, tried to make available whatever buzzes of 
information he had. It had been extremely difficult to coordinate 
activities with both of them. They seemed to think that each one, 
separately, could do a better job than the other. That ridiculous 
squabbling increasingly frustrated his ability to do his own job as 
effectively as he could. Mr. Mole sent a buzz about Canada geese. 
Mr. Ferret sent a buzz about seagulls. Mr. Mole sent a buzz about 
herons. Mr. Ferret sent a buzz about penguins. The situation was 
maddening. And the buzz about sticks simply defied reason. And 
then there was that additional buzz about Leader Komodo Dragon 
and Leader Yak. 

“Well,” Mr. Coyote, “I’m not sure that Mr. Ferret and Mr. Mole 
could convincingly corroborate all my information.” 

“And why is that?” Mr. Bear asked. 

“Some buzzes of information from Mr. Mole canceled buzzes of 
information from Mr. Ferret and vice versa.” 

“That seems to be a problem, wouldn’t you say?” Mr. Bear said. 

“Yes, Mr. Bear, it is a problem.” 

Mr. Bear thought a moment and suggested, “Why not send Mr. 
Panda to both Wild Animal Nation Baltimore and Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta to investigate?” 

“Investigate,” Mr. Fox snapped. “Investigate what?” 

Mr. Bear sighed a low growl. “Investigate to gather up 
information. Investigate to make sure who did what.” 

“That would waste time,” Mr. Wolf said. 

“Yes,” Mr. Ostrich agreed. “Valuable time.” 

“It isn’t necessary to investigate,” Mr. Fox said. 

“And Mr. Fox,” Mr. Coyote said, feeling that it was his 
responsibility to raise the issue of the buzz between Leader Yak 
and Leader Komodo Dragon. “There might be some connection 
between Leader Yak and Leader Komodo Dragon.” 

“Leader Komodo Dragon?” Mr. Fox. “What in the world does 
he have to with any of this?” 

“There’s been some buzz that the two of them have been in 
consultation.” 
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“Oh, for the love of my tail!” Mr. Fox shouted. “That’s 
commerce, Mr. Coyote, just commerce. That's all that is.” 

All the wild animals started to squabble again, until Mr. 
Hippopotamus opened his wide mouth. “I must disagree, with all 
due respect, Mr. Fox, but I do think a few days of investigation is 
warranted. Of course, we will get to the bottom of this and of 
course we will take decisive action, but we, this great Wild Animal 
Nation Washington, must be methodical and orderly and patient. 
We will assess the situation and act accordingly.” 

As soon as he knew he had everyone’s attention, Mr. 
Hippopotamus continued. “Those few days will allow us to 
determine the most decisive action we can take. Let us not be 
impetuous. We must be cautious. Let us not be obvious. We must 
be cunning. We must be crafty the same way we were when we 
made plans to overtake the zoos. We will prevail, I assure you 
that. Let Mr. Panda go down to Wild Animal Nation Baltimore and 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta to look around and ask questions.” 

Mr. Fox was about to interject some point, but 
Mr. Hippopotamus continued quickly. 

“Let Mr. Panda go down and let him take Mr. Mole as well. 
While Mr. Panda looks around, Mr. Mole can let his tiny eyes 
burrow into all other places.” 

Mr. Fox snarled but remained quiet. 

“Once Mr. Panda and Mr. Mole return, then we can make plans 
for our own actions,” Mr. Hippopotamus concluded. 

“But what if we're attacked again?” Mr. Ostrich asked. “What then?’ 

Mr. Hippopotamus had a ready answer since he and Mr. Fox 
had already thought about this matter and discussed it briefly with 
Leader Lion before the meeting. | 

“Leader Lion has decided to create the Sphere of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington Protection and Preservation,” Mr. 
Hippopotamus announced. 

“What?” Mr. Bear said. 

“To protect our wild animals from another attack. To set up 
strict security and safety measures to protect our great Wild 
Animal Nation.” 
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Mr. Fox watched the others attentively, especially Mr. Bear and 
Mr. Coyote. 

“And who would be in charge of this new department?” 

Mr. Bear asked. 

“Mr. Rhinoceros,” Mr. Hippopotamus answered. 

“Mr. Rhinoceros?” Mr. Coyote said. 

“Yes, Mr. Rhinoceros,” Mr. Hippopotamus declared. “I have 
already discussed this matter with him and he’s determined to do 
a good job.” 

“Does he have enough experience?” Mr. Coyote asked. 

“Does he have a horn?” Mr. Hippopotamus replied. 

“In fact,” Leader Lion said, who had remained rather quiet 
during all this discussion, “he has two horns, heh-heh.” 

The wild animals just looked at Leader Lion. 

“He will be good for the job,” Leader Lion continued. “He has a 
tough old hide to do the job well.” 

“Okay,” Mr. Fox said. “I think it’s a good idea to create this new 
position and [ think Mr. Rhinoceros is fit for the task. We'll let 
Mr. Panda and Mr. Mole go down to look around and report back. 
But—and I repeat the word ‘but’—as soon as they return with their 
reports, we must act and we must act quickly and decisively.” 

“Agreed,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“What about what I talked about today?” Leader Lion asked, 
thinking of his promise to Reverend Armadillo. 

For a brief moment, all the wild animals didn’t understand, so 
consumed with the attack against the Aviary Area. 

“About cannibalism and ... and inter-species consorting?” 

Mr. Hippopotamus let out a low rumble. “We will address 
those issues as soon as we can, but this matter obviously takes 
precedence. If we don’t protect ourselves from further attacks, then 
those issues will be a moot point. In fact, not a moot point, but no 
point at all if Wild Animal Nation Washington is destroyed.” 

Leader Lion, letting Reverend Armadillo’s remarks swirl 
through his great-maned head, wondered if the Undergrounder 
had already penetrated his Wild Animal Nation, if the practice of 
cannibalism was the cause of this horror, if the disgusting behavior 
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of inter-species consorting was somehow responsible for the attack. 

“Yes, fine,” Leader Lion said. “Let us first deal with this horrific 
attack against our great Wild Animal Nation and then, once that is 
remedied, we shall address those other issues.” 

All the wild animals murmured their assent. 

“But we must reassure the wild animals that we are in control,” 
Mr. Hippopotamus said. “I think it would be wise, Leader Lion, if 
you address the wild animals tonight to tell them that we are 
acting decisively and that we will find out who is responsible for 
this attack.” 

“Tonight?” 

“Yes, to let them know that you are in control and that you will 
find out who attacked our great Wild Animal Nation.” 

And with that, the meeting was adjourned. 

And later that night, Leader Lion addressed all the wild 
animals to allay their fears and to announce the new Sphere of 
Wild Animal Nation Washington Protection and Preservation with 
Mr. Rhinoceros as its director. 

The wild animals, however, huddled in their areas and 
trembled with fear all through the night. 
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Chapter 5 


The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Aviary Area Attacked: Foe Still Unknown. 

The wild animals could talk of nothing but the attack against 
the Aviary Area. Although a smattering of wild animals had 
marched up to the list of Wild Animal Values to read how much 
more good the list was now, most wild animals had centered their 
attention upon the August Aviary Area Attack or, as it soon became 
called, AAAA. 

Mr. Panda, Mr. Emu, Mr. Mole, and a company of orangutans 
were dispatched immediately to tour Wild Animal Nation 
Baltimore and then Wild Animal Nation Atlanta to investigate both 
Leader Camel and Leader Yak. 

The deaths were unimaginable. Virtually, all the birds who had 
been in the Aviary Area perished. Countless monkeys and 
orangutans and that one elephant, its back broken by a falling tree, 
had perished as well as they tried to fight the fire and to save lives. 
Never in the short history of Wild Animal Nation Washington had 
there been such destruction. 

Messages of shock, outrage, and condolences poured in from 
other Wild Animal Nations across the land. However, a few wild 
animals in Wild Animal Nation Baltimore had cheered the attack 
against Leader Lion and his meat-consuming carnivores. Mr. Fox 
duly noted this bit of revelry and locked it away in his brain. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus both emphasized the need for 
Leader Lion to make as many appearances as possible before the 
wild animals to assure them all that he was in charge and in 
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complete control of the situation. He needed to build upon last 
night’s announcement and reassurance with the newly created 
Sphere of Wild Animal Washington Protection and Preservation 
with Mr. Rhinoceros in charge. He needed to let them know that he 
has been in face-to-face talks with Chair Anaconda and the Wild 
Animal Nation Washington Armed Forces. He needed to let them 
know that the orangutans, snapping turtles, eagles, hyenas, 
rattlesnakes, and bobcats were all being mobilized. Finally, he 
needed to announce in no uncertain terms to all other Wild Animal 
Nations that this great Wild Animal Nation would discover what 
wild animal was responsible for the aviary attack and retaliate, in 
the proper manner and in the proper time and with the proper 
force, when the foe had been clearly identified. 

Mr. Fox also said that this was the opportunity, as painful and 
somber as it might be, for Wild Animal Nation Washington to 
solidify its power and standing among all the other Wild Animal 
Nations. Mr. Hippopotamus nodded his huge gray head in 
complicity with Mr. Fox. 

“Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said, “you are the leader of this great 
Wild Animal Nation Washington with its great list of Wild Animal 
Values. Do you not wish that all wild animals in all Wild Animal 
Nations can share in our abundance and in our Benevolent 
Jungle?” 

“Of course,” Leader Lion replied. 

“We have only the best interests of all wild animals in place,” 
Mr. Fox said. “It’s a matter of the end.” 

“The end?” Leader Lion said, puzzled. 

“How we achieve the end. The glorious end. The glorious end 
when all wild animals in all Wild Animal Nations can have the 
same abundance of food and clean areas and productive labor. The 
glorious end when all wild animals will adopt our list of Wild 
Animal Values. The end, Leader Lion, the glorious end that 
justifies any means we must take to achieve it. The end justifies the 
means, Leader Lion.” 

“The end justifies the means,” Leader Lion repeated, letting 
that phrase sink into his very claws. 
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“As painful and as difficult as it might appear to be,” Mr. Fox 
went on, “we must not let petty difficulties in the means derail our 
benevolent plan for the glorious end, as glorious as the Day of the 
Great Takeover.” 

Leader Lion shook his mane and blinked his yellow eyes a few 
times. 

And, Mr. Fox added, almost as an afterthought (although it was 
not), that Leader Lion also needed to place additional protection at 
the back gate, so the meat trucks were assured easy access. 
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That afternoon, Leader Lion made an appearance to tour the 
debris and carnage of what was left of the Aviary Area as well as to 
make a speech. The monkeys and orangutans were still searching 
through the blackened branches and scorched trunks for possible 
bird survivors. Flocks of birds, those who had attended the 
meeting of Leader Lion the other day and thus avoided the attack, 
fluttered nervously at the edge, hoping to see some of their own 
still alive. 

Protection in the Wild Animal Nation had been increased 
dramatically. Captain Gorilla kept a vigilant eye. Additional 
gorillas prowled the perimeters of their territory. In addition, Chair 
Anaconda had conferred with Wild Animal Nation Washington 
Army Reserves General Bobcat so that an entire platoon of bobcats 
assisted the gorillas with outposts at various locations along the 
fences and gates. General Rattlesnake mobilized his forces to assist 
General Bobcat. An extra squad of gorillas was dispatched to 
guard the back gate. General Eagle ordered more eagles and 
vultures to line the treetops. 

Many wild animals were too fearful to leave their areas, but a 
surprising mass of wild animals attended this brave appearance of 
Leader Lion to listen to him. Some were consumed. with anger, 
some were consumed with sorrow, some were consumed with 
dread. 

Clearly distraught and grieving, Mr. Parrot managed to contact 
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the television crews and journalists who were permitted, once 
again, to enter through the gates to attend this important speech 
not only to the wild animals of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
but also to all the other Wild Animal Nations as well as the 
Outside World. 

Behind the makeshift platform at the side of Aviary Area from 
which Leader Lion would speak, Mr. Vulture had painted two 
signs that were hoisted up and nailed side by side to two trees: 
WILD ANIMAL NATION WASHINGTON and AAAA. Of 
course, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had ordered him to do so 
since image, as much as message, was important. 

Mr. Baboon flopped his bright red buttocks down. 

Ms. Chameleon slinked to a front row as Mr. Beaver padded his 
way next to her. 

Mr. Tortoise plodded to his assigned seat. 

Mr. Giraffe and all the other giraffes on the Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Supreme Tribunal Justice gathered together as one on 
one side. 

Chair Anaconda coiled directly in front of the platform flanked 
on each side by the leaders of all Armed Forces. 

Mr. Bat folded his wings. 

Mr. White Tiger sat on his haunches and eyed the destroyed 
Aviary Area with profound sorrow, but he wished to display his 
support of Leader Lion in this terrible catastrophe that befell Wild 
Animal Nation Washington; however, he thought the signs were in 
rather poor taste, almost an insult to the grieving birds, but he 
clamped his jaw shut. 

Leader Lion stepped forth with two strings of gorillas on both 
sides of him and began. “My fellow wild animals, may the 
Supreme King send his goodwill upon you.” 

A tiny egret, who had lost both his parents, let out a single cry. 

“And may the Supreme King send his goodwill upon those 
who perished in this unthinkable act. Leader Lion can only say 
that he knows ... he knows with conviction that all those who 
perished are now with the Supreme King in the Jungle Beyond.” 

Leader Lion looked out over the mass of wild animals and 
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noticed Reverend Armadillo squatted in front, gazing up at him. 

With his voice strengthening and deepening with resolve, 
Leader Lion continued in a fanged-and-clawed manner: “I stand 
before you as Leader Lion of this great Wild Animal Nation to 
assure you that Iam working day and night and night and day not 
only to insure your safety with the newly created Sphere of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington Protection and Preservation and the 
increased patrols of gorillas and bobcats, as you can see for 
yourself ... but also to discover what possible wild animal could 
have committed this ghastly crime against wild animal nature. 
Make no error, I will track down, I will hunt down, I will rip apart, 
and I will kill whoever did this. The foe of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington will be found.” 

Mr. Baboon yowled. Other wild animals also let out a series of 
hoots and cries. 

“The foe will be found and will be destroyed. I have already 
dispatched Mr. Panda and a platoon of orangutans to visit certain 
Wild Animal Nations to assess the situation. I am in control. And I 
know that there are certain Wild Animal Nations that display an 
aggressive attitude toward Wild Animal Nation Washington. Those 
Wild Animal Nations will be monitored. Those Wild Animal 
Nations will be held accountable. Those Wild Animal Nations will 
be forced to acknowledge their aggressive attitudes. Make no error, 
those Wild Animal Nations who do not share our good and great 
and Supreme-King-given Wild Animal Values will not and must 
not be tolerated to impede the progress of this great Wild Animal 
Nation. 

“Those Wild Animal Nations—Wild Animal Nation Baltimore, 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta, and Wild Animal Nation Seattle— 
will be uprooted if they do not comply with our dictates. Leader 
Camel and Leader Yak and Leader Mongoose—those three leaders 
comprise a clan of the Underground.” 

A low moan of surprise and agreement and disagreement and 
confusion rumbled through the mass of wild animals. Mr. Bear 
thought, Leader Mongoose? Mr. White Tiger thought, the 
Underground? Reverend Armadillo thought, Yes, the 
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Underground. Mr. Baboon could feel his bright red buttocks 
getting inflamed as he thumped his heavy tail against the ground. 
The television crews filmed. The journalists scribbled notes. Mr. 
Bat pricked up his tiny ears. 

“Make no error about it,” Leader Lion continued as the low 
moan passed. “We will hunt down and root out all those who have 
ageressive attitudes and all those who shelter any wild animals 
with aggressive attitudes. For example, Leader Komodo Dragon of 
Wild Animal Nation Philadelphia. As our list of great Wild Animal 
Values states: ‘What is good for one wild animal is good for all 
wild animals.’” 

Mr. Coyote lifted his head in surprise at the mention of Leader 
Komodo Dragon. Perhaps Leader Lion knows something I don’t, 
although there had been that bit of buzz about Leader Yak and 
him. 

“And let me make it clear to all the Wild Animal Nations in the 
land: You either become a confederate with us or a foe against us. 
It is your decision.” 

Mr. Baboon was thumping his heavy tail every which way so 
that he accidentally smacked it against the snout of an alligator, 
who snapped at him. Mr. Baboon turned his heavy furrowed brow 
at the alligator and snarled, “Cannibal.” 

“And so,” Leader Lion concluded, his bright yellow eyes 
unblinking, “I am in charge and I have matters completely under 
control to preserve the wild animals of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and to root out the foe who has committed this crime 
against wild animal nature. Make no error, Leader Lion is in 
charge. Leader Lion is in control. And may the Supreme King send 
his goodwill upon you.” 

With that, a contingent of gorillas hustled Leader Lion from the 
platform as a loud cry of approval resounded from the gathering 
of wild animals. 
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Over the next few days, which seemed like weeks, in a bustle of 
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action and activity, the entire makeup of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington shifted and altered and rearranged itself. Scores of 
eagles and vultures lined the treetops. Hawks and falcons soared 
through the sky morning, noon, and night. Gorillas pounded up 
and down the paths. Hyenas roved in packs from area to area. 
Bobcats squatted in bushes along the edges of fences. Rattlesnakes 
coiled themselves tightly and visibly at the front and back gates. 

In a solemn ceremony, with the Reverend Armadillo officiating, 
a Day of Grieving occurred to remember the birds, the monkeys, 
the gorillas, and the one elephant who had perished in the attack. 

Leader Lion and his Top Advisors met often in closed-gate 
meetings. 

The charred bodies of the pelicans who had plunged into the 
nets had been recovered and removed to a secluded area behind 
the Elephant Area to be examined for any possible clues. No one 
yet knew how pelicans could have caused such destruction. 

Three boa constrictors, who had been wrapped around a tree 
near the Aviary Area, slithered forward to Leader Lion to inform 
him that they clearly saw sticks in the pelicans’ bills. What were 
those sticks? 

Mr. Rhinoceros with unusual speed and zeal went about his 
task to provide additional safety, protection, and preservation. He 
and Chair Anaconda set up a Code of Alert—Active Alert, Alert, 
Attention, Concern, and Observation—to mobilize necessary forces 
for each appropriate code. At that moment, all forces were on 
Active Alert. 3 

Two days after AAAA, Leader Lion issued an order to increase 
deliveries of bananas, revoking his earlier decision, and to decrease 
deliveries of fish. Now, three additional truckloads of bananas 
began to pull up to the back gate, much to the delight of the 
primates. The walruses and dolphins, however, of all the wild 
animals who ate fish, barked and squealed their discontent the 
most at this new policy. 

Mr. Bat couldn’t write his headlines and articles and editorials 
fast enough. Sales of The Wild Washington Observer flew off the 
racks. 
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All the wild animals read the newspaper, discussed the attack, 
squabbled about the sticks, and speculated about an impending 
skirmish. Some claimed that Leader Camel was responsible. Others 
claimed that Leader Yak did it. Some expressed concern about 
Leader Mongoose, even though he was so so far away. Others 
murmured words about a conspiracy between Leader Yak and 
Leader Komodo Dragon. 

A colony of chinchillas wondered how any wild animal could 
even entertain aggressive attitudes. All the boa constrictors and 
pythons became obsessed hissing about the sticks. A few sloths 
muttered that more eagles should have been perched in the 
treetops in the first place. 

Mr. and Mrs. Stork, who had lost their only little stork in 
AAAA, agreed with the sloths, snapped their bills and clattered on 
about their concerns of protection that had been established after 
the Day of the Great Takeover—what were the procedures? How 
could Leader Lion have let this happen? Didn’t anyone in all the 
various preservation agencies not know about or anticipate such 
an attack? After all, they lost their only little stork and their fellow 
birds had suffered untold grief. They were determined to find out 
exactly what had happened. They decided to approach Advocate 
Mr. Bison with their concerns. 

A few cheetahs and a couple of leopards were grumbling about 
inter-species consorting, but hardly any wild animals were much 
concerned about that. The cheetahs and leopards were upset that 
two of their wild cats were chained, collared, and caged. How 
could inter-species consorting be that much of an offense 
considering everything else that has been happening? How long 
were those two wild cats supposed to be caged? They decided to 
approach Advocate Mr. Owl with their concerns. 

Only a few wild animals were still mumbling and rumbling on 
about cannibalism. 
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Unfortunately, soon after AAAA, a pack of wolves descended 
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upon the frightened few remaining pelicans in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and tore them to pieces. One pelican, however, did 
manage to escape. The wolves then moved on to the Llama Area to 
attack them, since llamas certainly looked like camels, but a patrol 
of gorillas thwarted their efforts. 

Leader Lion, under instructions of Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus, immediately denounced the wolves and caged 
those responsible. He placed the surviving pelican in a protective 
cage for questioning. He sent out an official statement through Mr. 
Parrot that condemned those wolves for their collective, 
unsanctioned raid against the pelicans and llamas, emphasizing 
that it was imperative that our wild animals not turn upon each 
other. 

As a result, Leader Lion ordered a group of gorillas to stand 
guard at the Llama Area, the Camel Area, the Yak area, the 
Mongoose Area, and even the Komodo Dragon Area. Although 
these additional gorilla guards were there for the stated protection 
of these wild animals against any attacks, the protection in reality 
formed a subtle form of incarceration, which had been Mr. Fox and 
Mr. Hippopotamus’s intention all along. 
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Within a few days, after having poked, prodded, and studied 
the scorched bodies of the pelicans, Mr. Ferret determined how the 
pelicans managed to wreak such fiery havoc. He requested a 
meeting with Leader Lion and his Top Advisors to report his 
findings. 

“Leader Lion,” Mr. Ferret began. “The pelicans had special- 
lined sacks, filled with gasoline, stuffed into their pouches. The 
sticks were common flares. As far as I can determine, the pelicans 
on their final plunge into the nets had simply sparked the flares 
with their bills and just touched them to their gasoline-filled 
pouches.” 

Leader Lion and all the other wild animals listened with 
incredulity. 
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“The pelicans were self-immolaters,” Mr. Ferret finished. 

“Self-immolation with gasoline and flares,” Mr. Fox said. “A 
flock of pelicans manage to penetrate our territory with gasoline 
and flares to take down the entire Aviary Area? I can’t believe it!” 

Mr. Coyote, who had been asked to attend this meeting, sat on 
his haunches with his ears flattened against his head. Sticks. Flares. 
Birds. Pelicans. Pouches. Sacks. Gasoline. Now it all made sense. 
They were Items of Extreme Destruction: IEDs. Although he had 
been as shocked—if not more shocked than any other wild 
animal—he could not help but regard the sheer ingenuity of the 
attack with a certain detached fascination from the simple, cold, 
objective, skirmish-related workings of his mind. We were indeed 
dealing with an extremely sly and cunning wild animal. 

But how he wanted to rise up on all fours and howl at these 
misguided and complacent Top Advisors—he bit down hard on his 
tongue to remain silent. Such petty paw pointing had no place in 
this immediate crisis. 

“Ts it possible to trace those flares?” Mr. Fox asked. “And the 
gasoline and those ... those special-lined sacks?” 

“I’m doing that now as we speak, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Ferret declared. 

“Good!” Mr. Fox snapped. “As soon as you find out anything, 
report back to us immediately.” 

“Yes, Mr. Fox.” 

Leader Lion asked, “Has Mr. Panda and Mr. Mole returned?” 

“They’re due to return tomorrow morning,” Mr. Fox answered. 
“We're meeting with them at noon.” 

Leader Lion growled and tossed his great mane. “We cannot 
wait much longer.” 

“No,” Mr. Hippopotamus added. “We must figure this out as 
soon as possible.” 

“Until tomorrow,” Leader Lion said and adjourned the meeting. 
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Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus, however, remained in the Lion 
Area to have further discussions with Leader Lion alone. They 
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informed him, for the benefit of all wild animals in Wild Animal 
Nation Washington that he must use his Leadership Decision 
power to change another Wild Animal Value to advance their plan. 

After all, as they pointed out, under the influence of Reverend 
Armadillo’s forceful plead to address cannibalism and inter-species 
consorting, Leader Lion had already invoked that power, so he 
must invoke that power once again to address this new and wholly 
unimaginable attack against their great Wild Animal Nation. 
Leader Lion was somewhat reluctant to change the list again so 
soon, but Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus convinced him 
otherwise. 

Leader Lion called Mr. Vulture to the Lion Area to explain the 
new change to the list of Wild Animal Values to make the list not 
only more good, but also to make the list more effective to deal 
with this unprecedented attack against the Aviary Area. 

Mr. Vulture was all too happy to comply with his order and 
flapped his way again to grab his bucket of black paint and his 
paintbrush. 
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In the meantime, Mr. Baboon had dragged out his crate, 
mounted it, and started to yowl as he had never yowled before. 

“Leader Lion is great! He is in control! He will protect and 
preserve us. He will take all necessary measures to assure our 
preservation. He will track down the foe. The foe of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington and he will kill him. We are all one great Wild 
Animal Nation and we must all make sacrifices to help destroy the 
foe. We must not tolerate aggressive attitudes. We must not tolerate 
any wild animal who does not fully support Wild Animal Values. 
We have the supreme Wild Animal Values of all Wild Animal 
Nations! We can trust Leader Lion to make all wise and necessary 
decisions to lead our great Wild Animal Nation to victory! He will 
prevail! He will destroy the foe! In the history of our great Wild 
Animal Nation Washington, never has there been such a need for 
the support of our magnificent Leader Lion. We must make 
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sacrifices for our great leader. The time is now, my wild animals, 
the time is now.” 

After Mr. Baboon finished his yowling, he dragged his crate 
back to his specially constructed and private Baboon Area. Mr. 
Hippopotamus had made all that possible. Mr. Baboon even had a 
special barrel of bananas delivered to him each day. 
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Not to be outdone by that stupid yowling baboon, Reverend 
Armadillo also dragged a crate into the open and mounted it. 

“May the Supreme King look down upon you with goodwill. 
Ah-ah, the Supreme King is supreme. Ah-ah, and we all share Wild 
Animal Values. And the Supreme King has always looked down 
upon our Wild Animal Nation with goodwill. Why do you think 
the Day of the Great Takeover even happened? Because the 
Supreme King decreed it! And the Supreme King looked down 
upon our Wild Animal Values with goodwill as well. 

But! But I say, ah-ah, when some wild animals practice unwild 
practices, the result is obvious to everyone. I speak of the ... the ah- 
ah attack against our Aviary Area. I ask you: Why did that 
happen? Why did the Supreme King allow that to happen? Why 
did the Supreme King in all his goodwill let such horrific 
destruction occur in our territory? I have the answer, ah-ah, my 
friends, and the answer is cannibalism and inter-species 
consorting! The Supreme King does not countenance such 
behavior, ah-ah, such unwild animal behavior. Cannibalism and 
inter-species consorting must end! End now! Or the fury of the 
Supreme King will descend upon us surely once again!” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Sticks Were Flares. 

All the wild animals had been reading and discussing and 
squabbling over Mr. Bat’s articles and editorials. All the wild 
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animals had been listening to Mr. Baboon yowling and Reverend 
Armadillo preaching. 

All the talk swirling throughout Wild Animal Nation 
Washington was about self-immolation, cannibalism, sacrifice, the 
grieving birds, the courage of Leader Lion, flares, Mr. Panda’s 
departure, an impending skirmish, “special-lined sacks,” pelicans, 
Leader Camel, Wild Animal Values, inter-species consorting, 
domestication, questions about preservation, the eagles and falcons 
hovering overhead, demands for inquiries, Leader Yak, AAAA, the 
Sphere of Wild Animal Nation Washington Protection and 
Preservation, Leader Komodo Dragon, the banana deliveries, the 
fish deliveries, Leader Mongoose, changes to Wild Animal Values 
to make them “more good,” the caged leopard and cheetah, the 
barrels of fruit once sent to Wild Animal Nation Baltimore, the 
wolf attack, the sole surviving pelican, the heavily guarded Camel 
Area and Yak Area and Mongoose Area and Llama Area and 
Komodo Dragon Area. Never had there been such chattering and 
chirping and howling and hissing among the wild animals in Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. 
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The following morning, after Mr. Ferret’s report, Leader Lion 
paced and paced and impatiently paced in the Lion Area. It 
seemed as if Wild Animal Nation Washington was about to crack 
open. The glorious end justifies the means, he kept thinking, 
thinking, thinking. Something had to be done. Something had to be 
done to quell all the unrest among his wild animals. 

All his Top Advisors watched him with wary eyes. 

“When does Mr. Panda and Mr. Mole get back?” Leader Lion 
asked, once again. 

“At noon,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Noon, noon,” Leader Lion muttered. 

“Noon sharp, Leader Lion.” 

Leader Lion paced some more and then roared, “We need 
answers! We need answers now!” 
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“And we will get the answers,” Mr. Fox calmly responded. “We 
will get the answers and we will act accordingly.” 

“Yes, accordingly,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

At noon sharp, Mr. Panda and Mr. Mole marched to the Lion 
Area. 
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Chapter 6 


Much earlier that morning, in fact, in the dead of night, before 
Mr. Vulture had to attend the noontime meeting with Mr. Panda 
and Mr. Mole, he had carried his bucket of black paint and his 
paintbrush to the front gate where the list of Wild Animal Values 
were nailed to that sycamore tree. He had to make the one addition 
that Leader Lion decreed, using his power of Leadership Decision. 

When he approached the sycamore tree, however, he heard the 
distinct whirring sound of rattles. Rattlesnakes lifted their 
triangular heads. Two bobcats jumped out of nearby bushes and 
growled with fangs exposed. | 

“It is Mr. Vulture,” Mr. Vulture said, “here upon orders from 
Leader Lion.” 

“Oh, Mr. Vulture,” one bobcat said. “Just doing our jobs.” 

“And Leader Lion wished me to send you all his utmost respect 
for carrying out your duties with such diligence and 
responsibility,” Mr. Vulture stated in his most fulsome voice, 
dipping his bald head up and down. Leader Lion, of course, had 
said no such thing. 

“Thank you, Mr. Vulture,” the rattlesnakes and the bobcats 
said. 

The rattlesnakes lowered their heads and the bobcats jumped 
back into the bushes. 

With gleeful determination, he painted the new words onto the 
list. He stood back for a moment, just as the sun started to mount 
above the treetops, to admire his workmanship. He thought he 
painted the letters in bolder strokes than before. Then, without 
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further thought, he flapped his way back down the path to make 
sure he would be on time and ready for the noontime meeting. 
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A marmoset poked his face out of the Marmoset Area and 
looked about, his tufted ears listening. Curious about the new 
addition to the list of Wild Animal Values that Leader Lion had 
mentioned in his speech last week, he had never had a chance to 
read it because he had scurried back to the Marmoset Area the 
moment of the attack and cowered there the entire time, fearful to 
leave, but this morning he decided to venture out. 

He encountered Mr. Vulture flapping down the path as he 
made his way up to the front gate. He stopped before the list of 
Wild Animal Values, slowly read through the words, and paused at 
Numbers 3 and 4. Didn’t Leader Lion say only one change had 
been made to make the list more good? 


3. All Wild Animals Shall Be Free From Harm Unless They 
Harm Others 

4. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For All Other Wild 
Animals Unless They Do Not Respect Themselves 


Still stunned and fearful from AAAA and everything else, the 
marmoset couldn’t really remember if there was one change or 
two. Mmmm, the marmoset decided, the new additions seem to 
make sense. The new additions do seem to make the list of Wild 
Animal Values more good. After all, that is what Leader Lion said, 
and what Leader Lion says must be right. That’s what Mr. Baboon 
says too. He realized that Leader Lion had to make these changes 
to deal with all those unprecedented incidents that had happened. 

As he made his way back to the Marmoset Area, he could hear 
the usual morning noise as the wild animals woke to a new day. 
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Every single pair of eyes fastened upon Mr. Panda and Mr. 
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Mole. Deputy Ambassador Mr. Emu also stood there, his long 
feathered neck held perfectly straight, his eyes almost unblinking, 
for this Tip Top Secret briefing. 

“What did you find out about Leader Camel?” Mr. Fox asked. 

Mr. Panda began, “Leader Camel, once again, let us move from 
area to area without incident or concern.” 

“And his own Camel Area?” Mr. Fox demanded. 

“Yes, his own Camel Area.” 

“And?” 

“And there was nothing there,” Mr. Panda said. 

“That’s impossible!” Mr. Fox barked. “What about his 
orangutans?” 

“It is true that he has been mobilizing his orangutans,” Mr. 
Panda said, “but he claims that he was doing so based solely upon 
the attack against our own Aviary Area. He said he had to protect 
and preserve his own Wild Animal Nation from any type of 
attack.” 

“That's camel crap,” Mr. Fox snapped. 

“Nonetheless, it’s true,” Mr. Panda calmly went on. “From 
what he can gather all Wild Animal Nations have been mobilizing 
their forces to prevent an attack.” 

Mr. Fox twitched his tail. “There’s something in that hump of 
his.” 

Mr. Coyote asked, “And what about Leader Yak?” 

“Ah, Leader Yak,” Mr. Panda replied. “Leader Yak is another 
story.” 

Mr. Coyote listened attentively. Mr. Fox continued to twitch his 
tail. Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. 

“Leader Yak welcomed us the same way as Leader Camel,” Mr. 
Panda explained. “He let me tour all his areas’”—looking now at 
Mr. Fox—“including his own Yak Area.” 

“But how is it another story?” Mr. Fox demanded. 

“As I was saying,” Mr. Panda said, “Leader Yak let me tour all 
areas. He, as well as all other leaders, has been mobilizing his 
forces and setting up additional perimeter controls, but that was to 
be expected. However, as Leader Yak showed me and Mr. Mole 
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and Mr. Emu and our orangutans around, Mr. Mole had a select 
few of his moles burrow themselves underground to remain 
behind after we left certain areas.” 

“And? And?” Mr. Fox asked, impatiently. 

“T think Mr. Mole can explain these details more 
comprehensively than I can,” Mr. Panda said. “Mr. Mole?” 

Mr. Mole lifted his pointed muzzle and placed his front feet 
digging claws together. 

“To begin, we toured all the areas of Wild Animal Nation 
Atlanta. At the edge of the Alligator Swamp, however, we 
discovered numerous tanks of gasoline. Now, as we all know, most 
tanks of gasoline are usually stored behind Reptile Areas as in all 
Wild Animal Nations. When we asked Leader Yak about those 
additional tanks of gasoline, he said that all the tanks were already 
filled behind the Reptile Area and that the wild animals had used 
less gasoline this summer than expected, so they just had to store 
the gasoline somewhere else. All rather unexceptional and easily 
understood, but still somewhat suspicious. 

“As Mr. Panda said, I ordered certain of my moles to burrow 
themselves behind in certain areas to see what else they could 
gather. The mole that remained behind at the Alligator Swamp said 
that there was no activity at the gasoline tanks.” 

“Are you sure?” Mr. Coyote asked. 

“Yes, Mr. Coyote, no activity.” 

Mr. Coyote flattened his ears against his head. 

“However,” Mr. Mole went on, “when we toured the Pelican 
Area, we noticed that there were considerably more pelicans than I 
have ever seen or heard about in any other Wild Animal Nation.” 

At that remark, Mr. Coyote’s ears pricked up. 

“Many more pelicans,” Mr. Mole said. “When I inquired about 
the numerous pelicans, Leader Yak merely tossed his horns about 
and said that certain wild animal populations simply bred more 
quickly than others. Again, perfectly reasonable, since we 
ourselves have seen a marked increase in our beaver population as 
well as the lemmings. However, as one of my moles pointed out 
afterwards, as we were leaving the area, that there seemed to be 
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more eggs in their nests than possible, based upon the number of 
pelicans, even based upon the high number of pelicans. What I 
believe is that Leader Yak has been bringing in additional pelican 
eges to breed the pelicans more rapidly.” 

Mr. Coyote could feel his tail stiffening. 

“The mole I left behind said that he could discern no activity 
there either, other than a disproportionate number of pelicans that 
were nesting, which would corroborate my other mole’s astute 
observation.” 

Mr. Mole paused a moment and stretched his front digging 
claws. “Now, at the Stork Area, we discovered the most interesting 
bit of information. In appearance, nothing seemed out of the 
ordinary. The usual shallow pond for the storks to wade in. The 
usual swamp grass. The usual nests built high up on platforms. All 
usual features for storks and herons and wading birds. However, 
the mole I left behind made a most interesting discovery.” 

Mr. Coyote’s tail started to wag. 

“Hours after Mr. Panda, Mr. Emu, and I had left with our 
orangutans; in fact, after we had left Wild Animal Nation Atlanta 
altogether, my mole reported a most unusual activity. He saw three 
storks flying with sticks in their bills to a few nests high on those 
platforms and working those sticks into the twigs and branches of 
their nests. Now, those sticks, of course, could have been simply 
twigs. But we have one stork that is an Undergate Operative in 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta.” 

Leader Lion and all his Top Advisors gave a brief nod at this 
statement because they all knew that Undergate Operatives had — 
been planted in certain Wild Animal Nations even before the Day 
of the Great Takeover. 

“Our stork flew later that day to one of the suspicious nests and 
discovered that those sticks were indeed flares.” 

At that remark Mr. Coyote let out a low howl. 

“And there’s no logical explanation at all for storks to have 
flares in their nests.” 

“Leader Yak,” Mr. Coyote said with conviction. 

“But what about special-lined sacks?” Mr. Fox asked. “Did you 
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find any of those?” 

“No,” Mr. Mole answered. “But that doesn’t mean that they’re 
not hidden somewhere we couldn’t uncover at this time.” 

“The numerous pelicans,” Mr. Coyote intoned with a distinct 
satisfaction. “The extra tanks of gasoline, the far too many pelican 
eges, the flares hidden in storks’ nests. It all adds up. He has 
IEDs.” 

“TEDs?” Leader Lion said. “What are IEDs?” 

“Items of Extreme Destruction,” Mr. Coyote explained. 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Did Leader Camel have any extra tanks of gasoline?” Mr. Fox 
asked. 

“No,” said Mr. Mole. 

“What about his pelicans?” 

“He has as many pelicans as we used to have,” Mr. Mole said 
with a slight twist of his pointed muzzle, thinking of that recent 
wolf attack, which was so unfortunate because Mr. Mole had 
hoped to talk to the pelicans in a straightforward manner, one wild 
animal to another. 

“Extra pelican eggs?” Mr. Fox persisted. 

“No.” 

“Did you check his storks’ nests?” 

“I’m working on that at this moment.” 

“Well, work on it more,” Mr. Fox snapped back in as haughty a 
manner as anyone had ever heard. “He must have IEDs.” 

“T assure you, Mr. Fox, I’m working on it at this very moment. I 
left behind a few moles and we do have Undergate Operatives in 
Wild Animal Nation Baltimore as well.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Mole,” Mr. Fox said. “And thank you Mr. 
Panda and Mr. Emu. That is all.” 

With that, Mr. Mole, Mr. Panda, and Mr. Emu left the Lion 
Area. 
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After Mr. Mole, Mr. Panda, and Mr. Emu left the Lion Area, 
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Leader Lion and his Top Advisors evaluated and discussed all that 
they had reported. 

“It’s clear that Leader Yak moved against us,” Mr. Coyote 
declared. 

“Even without the special-lined sacks?” Mr. Fox said. 

“We have the extra tanks of gasoline, we have the pelicans, we 
have the pelican eggs, we have the flares,” Mr. Coyote said. “Those 
are clearly IEDs. How much more do we need?” 

“It is a rather compelling case,” Mr. Bear stated. 

Mr. Fox glared at him. 

“Yes,” Leader Lion said. “It is most compelling.” 

“We need more time to investigate Leader Camel,” Mr. Fox 
said. 

“Why?” Mr. Coyote asked. “Why waste time investigating 
Leader Camel?” 

“Because he has something in that hump of his,” Mr. Fox said. 

Mr. Coyote had become rather tired of this ceaseless repetition 
of Mr. Fox. “Leader Lion, from everything that Mr. Mole and Mr. 
Panda gathered aligns itself perfectly with all the buzzes of 
information that had happened before AAAA. What didn’t make 
sense then makes sense now. Leader Yak moved against us. All 
along it has been the horns.” 

“But we can’t forget the hump,” Mr. Fox interjected, once again. 

“Mr. Fox,” Mr. Coyote said, “I’m not saying that we forget 
about the hump. We don’t forget about it. We know that he harbors 
ageressive attitudes and we know that he caused troubles from the 
start of the Day of the Great Takeover. We will continue to 
investigate Leader Camel. ” 

“That’s damn right,” Mr. Fox said. 

“And let’s not forget about the meat,” Mr. Wolf said. 

“We will not forget about the meat,” Mr. Coyote responded. 

“We'll never forget about the meat,” Mr. Wolf added. 

“No, we won't, we won't forget about the meat, but it’s clear 
that Leader Yak moved against us. I say that we move against 
Leader Yak immediately. I repeat, immediately. We continue to 
investigate Leader Camel and if we uncover anything, then we 
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make plans accordingly.” 

Leader Lion sat silent and pawed at the ground. All his Top 
Advisors watched him paw the ground. 

“So,” Leader Lion finally said, “what should we do?” 

Mr. Fox, who had been thinking rapidly during that short 
pawing moment, snarled, “We move against Leader Yak.” 

Mr. Coyote gazed with slitted eyes at Mr. Fox, having lost all 
trust in him within the past few minutes and wondering just what 
he was planning in that devious head of his. 


+o OF 


After all the Top Advisors left the Lion Area, Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus remained behind to confer with Leader Lion in 
what would become one of the most important conferrals in their 
history to date. 

“Mr. Mole does make a compelling case for a skirmish,” Leader 
Lion began. 

“Yes, Leader Lion, he does,” Mr. Fox agreed. 

“Mr. Hippopotamus?” Leader Lion asked. 

Mr. Hippopotamus didn’t say a word but merely nodded his 
huge gray head. 

Leader Lion stood up and paced about the Lion Area for a few 
moments before sitting back down. 

“It is no easy decision to take a Wild Animal Nation to 
skirmish,” Leader Lion murmured. “We could lose the lives of 
quite a few wild animals.” 

“That is the price of a skirmish,” Mr. Fox said coldly. “It is a 
simple statistical fact. But that price is known to all our brave and 
courageous orangutans, snapping turtles, eagles, hyenas, 
rattlesnakes, and bobcats. All those wild animals know the fact of 
an Ultimate Commitment. Otherwise, they would not have chosen 
to join our mighty Armed Forces.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. 

“We must not forget AAAA,” Mr. Fox declared. “We must not 
forget the lives of those poor, helpless birds who perished for no 
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reason. What were they doing but what birds do? Singing, flying 
about, pecking at seed, and nesting, Leader Lion, nesting on their 
eggs.” 

Leader Lion gazed intently at Mr. Fox. 

“We must release our wild animals from fear and dread,” Mr. 
Fox continued. “We must display decisive action. We must show 
power. We must exhibit control. We must stand up among all the 
Wild Animal Nations in the land as the one Wild Animal Nation 
that will act, that will act with firm conviction and determination 
to defend our Wild Animal Nation and our Wild Animal Values. If 
we act and act now, it will quell the unrest among our wild 
animals.” 

“I agree, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “It will be for 
the greater good of our Wild Animal Nation.” 

Leader Lion considered the words of Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus carefully. He stood up again and paced again and 
sat down again. 

“What about Leader Camel?” Leader Lion asked. 

Mr. Fox had been waiting for this question. “Leader Camel 
caused us trouble from the get-go.” 

“Yes,” Leader Lion responded. 

“Even though we’ sent him extra barrels of fruit for his 
orangutans, he used that sustenance to mount a movement to take 
over the Baltimore Aquarium.” 

“Yes.” 

“He clearly demonstrated disdain for our goodwill efforts.” 

“Yea. 

“He did not fully share all information during all those months 
leading up the Day of the Great Takeover.” 

“Yes.” 

“We had a brief Minor Skirmish with him and lost the lives of 
our courageous orangutans.” 

“Yes.” 

“There’s no reason not to think that he might try to take over 
the Baltimore Aquarium again one day.” 

“Yes.” 
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“We know he harbors aggressive attitudes.” 

“yes.” 

“Even on the day of AAAA, some of his wild animals actually 
cheered the attack.” 

“Yes,” Leader Lion growled. 

“And I know, Leader Lion, I know in my gut that he has 
something in that hump of his.” 

“That hump.” 

“Yes, that hump,” Mr. Fox emphasized. 

Leader Lion twitched his ears and blinked his yellow eyes. “But 
Mr. Mole said that he didn’t find anything.” 

“Just because he didn’t find anything doesn’t mean that it isn’t 
there, Leader Lion. You know how cunning and crafty he is. Just 
because we can’t find IEDs doesn’t mean that IEDs don’t exist. He 
has things well hidden. Well hidden. It is only a matter of time 
before Mr. Mole and his Undergate Operatives discover where they 
are. He might have pelicans secreted away in some unknown area, 
he might have pelican eggs hidden in the nests of cranes, he might 
have tanks of gasoline cleverly disguised as water tanks, he might 
have flares stuffed in piles of hay, he might have special-lined 
sacks buried in the sand in his Camel Area. We just don’t know. 
Not now. He dissembles, Leader Lion.” 

“Dissembles?” 

“He lies. He lies, Leader Lion. Can you imagine if he has any of 
those items? He could deploy more pelicans with ease. Wild 
Animal Nation Baltimore is so close that he could cause 
catastrophic destruction within minutes. Within minutes, Leader 
Lion. May the Supreme King forgive me, but what if pelicans 
attacked the Lion Area.” 

Leader Lion growled menacingly. “That cannot happen.” 

“Of course not, Leader Lion. Should we wait for that to 
happen? Should we?” 

“We cannot let that happen,” Leader Lion declared decisively. 

“And we will not let that happen,” Mr. Fox repeated. “What we 
do is we move against Leader Yak. We take him out. Then we 
move against Leader Camel and we take him out.” 
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“Once Mr. Mole reports his findings.” 

Mr. Fox paused and narrowed his eyes. “We take him out with 
or without Mr. Mole’s report.” 

Leader Lion lifted his head higher. 

“We take him out to remove any possible, any potential threat 
against our Wild Animal Nation. We cannot sit and wait for 
something to happen. We stop it before it happens, Leader Lion. We 
cannot be re-active as we will be with Leader Yak. We must be 
pro-active against Leader Camel. That is the sad reality of today’s 
unstable land. We must act first and then answer questions later.” 

Leader Lion let these words settle in his brain. 

“It’s a new land,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “It’s a new land 
with new Wild Animal Nations. Do we want to return to the days 
of zoos and zookeepers?” 

“Of course not,” Leader Lion responded. “That was the whole 
purpose of the Day of the Great Takeover. That is the whole 
purpose of a Benevolent Jungle.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus continued. “We want 
our Benevolent Jungle for all Wild Animal Nations, although some 
who harbor aggressive attitudes will battle against that noble 
vision.” 

Leader Lion listened with utmost attention to Mr. 
Hippopotamus. 

“IT agree wholly with Mr. Fox. We wish to spread the vision of a 
Benevolent Jungle to all wild animals.” 

“Yes,”” Leader Lion said. 

“To move against Leader Yak will be the first step. Of course, 
we have to move against him since it is clear from Mr. Mole’s 
report that there’s little doubt, even without uncovering the 
special-lined sacks, that he has IEDs and that he is the one 
responsible for AAAA.” 

“Yes, that is clear.” 

“Our wild animals will cheer you. Our wild animals will howl 
with admiration and thanks and high esteem not only for releasing 
them from fear but also for remembering the poor birds who 
perished in AAAA.” 
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“You are right, Mr. Hippopotamus.” 

“It’s a brave new land. We cannot be re-active and complacent 
with a single skirmish with Leader Yak, but we must be forward- 
looking to preserve all that we fought for on the Day of the Great 
Takeover. Do we not want to spread our Wild Animal Values to all, 
to all Wild Animal Nations?” 

“Yes, of course, our Wild Animal Values are supreme.” 

“Of course they are. Is it enough just to keep an eye on Leader 
Camel? Is it enough just to have thwarted his plans to take over 
the Baltimore Aquarium? If he tried to do that once, he will try to 
do that again. It is just too tempting. He has to be acquiring IEDs. 
There are wild animals in his Wild Animal Nation that harbor 
ageressive attitudes—we read about that in the newspapers.” 

“That is something [ could not believe or understand,” Leader 
Lion agreed. “Cheering the attack. Cheering, really, at the deaths of 
our poor, innocent birds.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus nodded his huge gray head. “That is why it 
is necessary to take decisive action against potential threats.” 

“Yes.” 

“You have the opportunity, Leader Lion, with your courage and 
power and resolve to prevent that. But you also have the 
opportunity to spread our glorious Wild Animal Values and our 
magnificent Benevolent Jungle to all, to all wild animals!” 

“A Benevolent Jungle.” 

“We must never forget,” Mr. Fox chimed in, “that jungle values 
are the best values. Do we want mountain values or desert values 
to prevail?” 

“No, of course not,” Leader Lion answered. “Jungle values are 
the best values.” 

Mr. Fox concluded, “And, Leader Lion, as well all know, what’s 
good for us is what’s good for them.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. He stood up and 
stretched out his paws, exposing his sharp claws for a moment. 
“What must we do? How do we approach this skirmish with 
Leader Yak and then convince the wild animals that we must have 
a skirmish against Leader Camel?” 
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Mr. Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox exchanged a brief glance. 

“We have a plan,” Mr. Fox said. “We have a strategy that we 
shall begin immediately.” 

“Tell me,” Leader Lion said. 

And they told him. 
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Chapter 7 


And so the impending skirmish with Leader Yak began. And so 
the cunning campaign against Leader Camel began. 

The following morning, Leader Lion called a closed-gate 
meeting with his Top Advisors, Armed Forces, and Representatives 
of the wild animals in the Lion Area. He invited Mr. Panda, Mr. 
Mole, and Mr. Emu to present their findings. 

Chair Anaconda kept flicking his forked tongue in and out as 
he listened to Mr. Mole’s detailed report on the pelicans, the 
pelican eggs, the tanks of gasoline, and the flares hidden in the 
storks’ nests. Mr. Tortoise blinked his eyes, Mr. Beaver flapped his 
tail, Ms. Chameleon changed colors. 

“And the special-lined sacks?” Mr. Coyote asked. 

“We have not uncovered those sacks yet,” Mr. Mole responded, 
“but there’s no doubt in my mind that Leader Yak has them.” 

“We don’t need to have those special-lined sacks,” Mr. Fox 
interjected, “when we have all those other items. They all clearly 
spell out Items of Extreme Destruction.” 

Mr. Coyote nodded his head. 

Chair Anaconda could feel his thick body tightening in 
anticipation of the skirmish. “And what about Leader Camel?” 

Leader Lion said, “We will first move against Leader Yak and 
those horns of his as soon as possible and then we will deal with 
Leader Camel.” 

“Leader Camel?” Mr. Coyote said. “But there’s nothing—” 

“Leader Camel will be watched closely,” Mr. Fox interrupted. 
“There’s nothing now but there might be something the moles or 
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the Undergate Operatives will soon uncover.” 

Mr. Coyote, content that this pigheaded group at least finally 
recognized that Leader Yak had been responsible for AAAA, 
lowered his bushy tail and remained silent. 

Leader Lion turned to Chair Anaconda. “How long do you 
think we'll need to prepare our Armed Forces for this skirmish?” 

“If you will give me a moment, Leader Lion,” Chair Anaconda 
hissed. 

In a corner of the Lion Area, Chair Anaconda conferred with his 
leaders. 

Leader Lion paced impatiently while they conferred. 

“We can be ready to move against Leader Yak in one week,” 
Chair Anaconda said. 

Leader Lion turned to Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms 
Chameleon, because he needed their consent to begin a skirmish. 
“We can be ready to start this skirmish within a week. Do I have 
your consent?” 

All three Representatives for Wild Animal Nation Washington 
nodded their heads. 

“Good. One week,” Leader Lion stated. “Begin immediately, 
Chair Anaconda.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion.” 

Chair Anaconda, General Orangutan, Admiral Snapping Turtle, 
General Eagle, General Hyena, General Rattlesnake, and General 
Bobcat all left the meeting to begin the movement against Leader 
Yak. 

Having given their consent, Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. 
Chameleon left the Lion Area. 

“Mr. Panda?” Leader Lion said. 

“Yes, Leader Lion?” 

“You will have to travel to Wild Animal Nation Bronx to attend 
an emergency conference of all Wild Animal Nations to present our 
findings and to gain approval of the Inter-Wild Animal Nations 
League. I will personally send messages to explain the reason for 
this emergency conference. After all, we do need to follow the 
established regulations of the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League.” 
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“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Panda said. “Should I prepare to leave 
immediately?” 

“Yes.” 

Mr. Panda, Mr. Mole, and Mr. Emu left the meeting. 

“Mr. Ostrich,” Leader Lion said, “you, of course, as Wild 
Animal Nation Washington Preservation, will work closely with 
Chair Anaconda to coordinate all our efforts against Leader Yak.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Ostrich said. “ But what about Leader 
Camel?” 

“Leader Camel is not an immediate concern of ours at this 
moment.” 

“But it would be so much easier to move against Wild Animal 
Nation Baltimore first,” Mr. Ostrich explained. “It’s closer. It’s 
larger and has better targets.” 

Mr. Coyote glared at Mr. Ostrich. “What are you saying?” 

“All I’m saying, Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Ostrich replied, stretching his 
long neck, “is that we could take out Leader Camel much easier 
first and then we could take out Leader Yak.” 

“I agree with Mr. Ostrich,” Mr. Wolf declared. 

Mr. Coyote flattened his ears against his head in utter 
exasperation. 

“Mr. Ostrich,” Mr. Fox said. “We will deal with Leader Camel 
once Mr. Mole provides us with more conclusive proof of his 
ageressive attitudes and his capability to move against us. Rest 
assured that we will move against Leader Camel in due time, in 
due time.” 

Mr. Coyote shook his head. 

“Yes, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Ostrich said. 

“We need to make an announcement to the wild animals this 
afternoon,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes, of course,” Leader Lion said. “Ms. Panther, could you call 
Mr. Parrot to set up the arrangements?” 

“Gladly,” Ms. Panther purred. 

“And that is all for this morning,” Leader Lion announced. 

All his Top Advisors left the Lion Area, except for Mr. Fox and 
Mr. Hippopotamus. They had already outlined Leader Lion’s 
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speech. They had already discussed over and over what Leader 
Lion needed to say at the announcement that afternoon. 
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The announcement planned that afternoon took place once 
again near the Aviary Area. Much progress had been made to clear 
the area and to start rebuilding the nests and feeders and draping 
new nets over what few trees remained. 

As usual, Mr. White Tiger sat in front a little to the side of all 
the others. He noticed that the two older signs that had been 
painted rather awkwardly and sloppily had now been replaced 
with new signs in bold painted letters that spelled out AAAA and 
Wild Animal Nation Washington. A new sign with the words 
Wild Animal Values had also been nailed to a tree above the other 
two signs. The platform was also newly constructed with some 
bamboo adorning the edges on the front. 

All the Top Advisors were there. Chair Anaconda and all his 
leaders were there. Representatives Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and 
Ms. Chameleon were there. Mr. Giraffe and the entire Wild Animal 
Nation Washington Supreme Tribunal Justice were there. All the 
other usual wild animals were there. The television crews and 
journalists from the Outside World were there. And most wild 
animals, even those still trembling in their areas, made an effort to 
attend this announcement. 

Mr. Bat looked around and thought that this gathering of wild 
animals was the greatest he had ever seen. He was already 
working mental notes in his mind for the front page. 

One string of gorillas and then two strings of gorillas and then 
three strings of gorillas marched onto the platform. 

As soon as the crowd grew silent, Leader Lion appeared. 

Mr. Baboon started yowling and soon the entire gathering 
erupted into a cacophony of howling and hooting praise. 

Mr. White Tiger looked over the noisy gathering, but kept his 
mouth clamped shut and his paws on the ground. When he turned 
his gaze back to the platform, he saw the Reverend Armadillo 
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waddling toward the front of the platform. 

As soon as the noise subsided, Reverend Armadillo called out, 
“Let us lower our heads in petition to the Supreme King.” 

As one, all the wild animals lowered their heads, including Mr. 
White Tiger. 

Reverend Armadillo called upon strength and the goodwill 
from the Supreme King in this moment of need to protect and 
preserve our Wild Animal Nation. He called upon all the wild 
animals to follow in the path of the Supreme King to insure 
acceptance into the Jungle Beyond once we leave our land-heavy 
carcasses behind. He called upon the sacrifice that all wild animals 
must make in these dark and Underground days and weeks and 
months ahead. And finally he called upon all wild animals to 
support without questions the most difficult decisions that our 
great Leader Lion must make to lead us all on the path of the 
Supreme King. 

As he waddled to the back of the platform, Leader Lion 
stepped forward. 

Mr. White Tiger, lifting his head, was a deep believer in the 
Supreme King but did not always care for Reverend Armadillo’s 
ardent preaching. 

On cue from Captain Gorilla, the gorillas started beating their 
chests and screaming. Once again, the gathering erupted into ear- 
shattering noise as Leader Lion reached the front of the platform. 
He gazed at the gathering with his great-maned head held high 
and his yellow eyes bright with resolve. 

“My fellow wild animals,” Leader Lion began, “may the 
Supreme King look down upon us with his goodwill because we 
will need his goodwill for the dark days that have settled upon our 
great Wild Animal Nation Washington this past week. And may 
the Supreme King look down upon us with his goodwill for the 
dark days that will continue until we vanquish the foe against our 
magnificent Wild Animal Nation.” 

All eyes were fixed upon Leader Lion. 

Mr. Baboon thumped his heavy tail. 

“We have discovered the foe responsible for AAAA 
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Lion roared. 

And the gathering roared along with him. 

“We have discovered the foe who moved against our great Wild 
Animal Nation Washington! Let us never forget our birds who 
perished! Let us never forget AAAA!” 

“Never! Never!” the gathering chanted. 

Mr. Baboon yowled. 

“The foe who destroyed our Aviary Area and who killed, who 
murdered, who butchered our birds without a moment’s thought for 
the life that the Supreme King endowed each and every one of our 
birds with the wings to fly and the beaks to sing was ... Leader Yak 
and Wild Animal Nation Atlanta!” 

All the wild animals burst into cries and howls, questions and 
accusations, how’s and why’s. 

Leader Lion carefully but simply explained everything about 
the pelicans, the special-lined sacks, the gasoline, the flares, the 
information uncovered in Leader Yak’s Wild Animal Nation 
Atlanta—how that all spelled out IEDs. 

Mr. Bat wrote notes furiously. 

“But, my fellow wild animals of this great Wild Animal Nation 
Washington, we are entering a moment, a dark moment, that will 
test our resolve and our will and our strength. As Leader Lion 
speaks to you right now, our Armed Forces are mobilizing to move 
against our foe with rapid and rapacious force. We are now 
preparing to move against him! 

“It is a difficult decision to have a skirmish, but we must right 
this wrong against us. We are a Benevolent Jungle that wishes to 
spread the good values of our Wild Animal Values to all Wild 
Animal Nations. But we need to live by those values and cherish 
those values and uphold those values! And that is why, my fellow 
wild animals, that I have made the list more good again!” 

Mr. White Tiger lifted his head at these words. Ms. Chameleon 
changed colors in quick succession. 

“These values we live by must be flexible to adapt to the ever- 
changing land surrounding us, but these values, good in 
themselves, will become even more good as events, such as AAAA, 


98 


force us to make changes that will only benefit our wild animal 
lives more. I have the power through Leadership Decision to make 
our wild animal lives better. And Iam committed to do so. Iam 
prepared to make all the hard decisions to make wild animal life 
more good. See for yourself. Read for yourself. The list of Wild 
Animal Values today are more good than it was yesterday, more 
good not only for our great Wild Animal Nation Washington but 
for all Wild Animal Nations in the land!” 

Mr. White Tiger could not believe his ears and started pawing 
the ground in erratic circles as his anger stiffened his tail. 

“Even as I speak, Mr. Panda, our experienced ambassador, is 
attending a special emergency conference of the Inter-Wild Animal 
Nations League to explain our reasons for moving against Leader 
Yak. After all, we must follow Inter-Wild Animal Regulation, and I 
know that all Wild Animal Nations will understand the necessity 
for our great Wild Animal Nation to rise up and avenge itself for 
the sake of all those innocent wild birds who were killed in AAAA. 

“And, my fellow wild animals, we must prepare ourselves for 
this impending skirmish. This glorious skirmish that will right all 
the wrong in the land for the future prosperity of all Wild Animal 
Nations. All wild animals must sacrifice for this great cause. All 
wild animals must prepare themselves for the possibility of the 
Ultimate Commitment. But we will prevail, make no error. We will 
prevail!” 

“We will prevail! We will prevail!” 

“But what about Leader Camel?” Mr. Bat shouted as soon as 
the noise decreased. 

“Leader Camel?” Leader Lion growled. “We are keeping a close 
eye on him. Let us not forget that he harbors aggressive attitudes.” 

“Ageressive attitudes!” 

“Leader Camel rules his wild animals under a heavy hoof!” 

“A heavy hoof!” 

“Let us not forget that he tried to take over the Baltimore 
Aquarium!” 

“The Baltimore Aquarium!” 

“Let us not forget that he does not share the same Wild Animal 
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Values!” 

“Not the same!” 

“And as clawless as it may seem,” Leader Lion declared, “let us 
not forget that some of his wild animals actually cheered when they 
heard about the attack against our Aviary Area!” 

“Cheered! Cheered!” 

“There’s something in that hump of his!” 

“That hump!” 

“We will never forget that he tried to take over the Baltimore 
Aquarium, we will never forget that he harbors aggressive 
attitudes, we will never forget that he rules with a heavy hoof, we 
will never forget that he does not share the same Wild Animal 
Values, we will never forget that he cheered about the attack 
against our Aviary Area, we will never forget that he has 
something in that hump of his!” 

“Never! Never!” 

Mr. White Tiger noticed that he changed the words “some of 
his wild animals cheered” to “he cheered.” 

“Never! Never!” 

“Leader Lion is in control. Leader Lion is determined. Leader 
Lion will uproot and destroy any foe of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington! Return to your areas and petition the Supreme King 
for strength and resolve for the dark days ahead. But we will 
prevail, make no error. We will prevail!” 

And with that final comment, Leader Lion left the platform. 

Mr. Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox glanced at each other, satisfied 
with Leader Lion’s rousing, roaring speech. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Plans Skirmish With Leader Yak. 

The morning edition sold out within hours. Some wild animals 
actually squabbled over the final issues, so eager were they to read 
the news. 

Chair Anaconda worked closely with his leaders for plans to 
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move against Leader Yak. 

Mr. Panda traveled up to Wild Animal Nation Bronx for an 
emergency conference of the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League to 
present his findings about Leader Yak and to gain approval for 
Leader Lion to move against Leader Yak. The ambassadors for all 
Wild Animal Nations across the land consented except the 
ambassadors of Wild Animal Nation Atlanta, Wild Animal Nation 
Baltimore, Wild Animal Nation Seattle, and Wild Animal Nation 
Philadelphia; however, a majority vote prevailed. Mr. Panda 
returned to report the overall good response and majority vote that 
carried the day. 

Leader Lion immediately called Mr. Parrot to call a media 
session for him to announce the solid approval of the Inter-Wild 
Animal Nations League. 

All the wild animals could talk of nothing else but this 
impending skirmish with Leader Yak—any talk about the caged 
leopard and cheetah, inter-species consorting, cannibalism, and the 
additions to the list of Wild Animal Values had all been 
overwhelmed by this immediate trouble. A few wild animals had 
padded or slinked up to the list nailed to the sycamore tree to see 
how much more good the values now were and noticed the 
addition to Number 3, which seemed to make all good sense to 
them: harm done must be harm returned. 

However, Mr. White Tiger paced in his White Tiger Area 
thinking about these issues as well as the impending skirmish. He 
had discussed these matters with Mr. Tortoise, who was 
particularly concerned about the additions to the list of Wild 
Animal Values, and to Ms. Chameleon, who was also concerned 
about the additions to the list as well as the caged leopard and 
cheetah. Mr. White Tiger did not bother to speak with Mr. Beaver, 
who he knew simply followed Leader Lion’s lead in all matters. 
Both Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon agreed that now was not the 
time to address these concerns because of the impending skirmish. 
As soon as Wild Animal Nation Washington returned to some 
semblance of normality, then that would be the appropriate 
moment to raise these issues. For the time being, it was best to 
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remain silent and to work on constructing a strong challenge when 
the best moment appeared. Mr. White Tiger consented, but he 
worried that letting too much time pass might work to Leader 
Lion’s advantage. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus continued to have closed-gate 
meetings with Leader Lion. All was going well. 

Chair Anaconda met with Leader Lion and his Top Advisors to 
inform them all that the Armed Forces were prepared for skirmish. 
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One afternoon, Mr. Fox called Captain Gorilla to his own 
private Fox Area. Mr. Fox ordered him to remove all the Yaks from 
the Yak Area to cages for their own protection. 

“And the others?” Captain Gorilla asked. 

“Keep them under heavy guard,” Mr. Fox said, “and perhaps 
add a few additional gorillas to those areas.” 

“Yes, Mr. Fox.” 

After Captain Gorilla left, Mr. Fox then called Mr. Ferret. 

“Does that pelican know anything?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Nothing,” Mr. Ferret said. “We’ve been interrogating him ever 
since we placed him in protective custody. He claims he knows 
nothing at all about the attack. He claims he’s an upstanding wild 
animal of this Wild Animal Nation.” 

“Hmmm,” Mr. Fox murmured. 
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Thus, one day in early September, the skirmish began. 
Operation Retaliation, as Chair Anaconda called it, proceeded with 
flawless precision. 

The orangutans stormed the front gate. The hyenas stormed the 
back gate. Rattlesnakes slipped through the fences. Eagles soared 
through the air and dropped snapping turtles into all the ponds. 
Leader Yak and his armed forces put up a good skirmish but could 
not withstand the attack. 
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Within days, the skirmish ended. 

Chair Anaconda reported to Mr. Fox, Mr. Hippopotamus, and 
Mr. Ostrich that twenty orangutans, nine hyenas, four eagles, two 
rattlesnakes, and one snapping turtle had been killed in the 
skirmish, but that Wild Animal Nation Atlanta suffered far more 
casualties. 

His armed forces had destroyed all the pelican eggs, gathered 
up all the flares they could find, placed a pack of hyenas to guard 
the tanks of gasoline, and captured an entire herd of Yaks and an 
entire flock of pelicans. 

“Where are those yaks and pelicans now?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“We have them here in cages, Mr. Fox,” Chair Anaconda 
answered. 

“Good, good,” Mr. Fox said. “And the special-lined sacks?” 

Chair Anaconda flicked his tongue and hissed, “One 
enterprising snapping turtle discovered two of them concealed 
under a rock in the pond of the Polar Bear Area.” 

“Excellent!” Mr. Ostrich exclaimed. “That is excellent. All the 
pieces of the puzzle discovered. You didn’t destroy them, did 
you?” 

Chair Anaconda hesitated. “No, Mr. Ostrich, they weren’t 
destroyed, but in this young snapping turtle’s excitement at 
finding them and yanking them out from under that rock, he 
damaged them. Quite a few rips in them.” 

Mr. Fox could not mask his disappointment as he glanced at 
Mr. Hippopotamus. 

Operation Retaliation was a resounding success. The Skirmish 
Against Atlanta (SAA) sent a powerful message to all other Wild 
Animal Nations in the land and to the Outside World. Wild Animal 
Nation Washington had vanquished its foe. However, none of the 
orangutans or hyenas or eagles or rattlesnakes or snapping turtles 
had captured Leader Yak. He simply disappeared. The horns were 
gone. 

When Leader Lion and his Top Advisors met to celebrate their 
victory, this one sour note spoiled the entire mood. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: SAA Victorious: Leader Yak Not Found. 

In the Waterbuck Area, a pair of waterbucks were discussing 
the escape of Leader Yak. 

“Do you think they’ll find him?” 

“Of course they'll find him,” the other returned. “After all, 
Leader Lion is great and cunning and strong. He knows what’s he 
doing. He probably has a plan.” 

“Fimm, [ suppose.” 
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In the Lion Area, Leader Lion roared, “How could he have 
escaped?” 

“We don’t know,” Mr. Ostrich answered quietly. 

“We don’t know? We don’t know?” 

Mr. Ostrich remained silent and wished he could just bury his 
head in the sand. He and Chair Anaconda had gone over the plans 
so carefully. He simply couldn't believe that Leader Yak had 
slipped away so easily. “I thought we did know where he was. All 
our buzzes of information claimed that he was hiding in the 
Kangaroo Area, but he wasn’t there.” 

“Perhaps it might have been the Cockatoo Area!” Leader Lion 
erowled and began pacing furiously about the Lion Area. 

“We'll find him,” Mr. Ostrich said. “We'll find him and bring 
his horns to justice.” 

“You better. The whole point of this skirmish for our fellow 
wild animals was to capture the foe, the masterhorns behind 
AAAA, to capture him and parade his capture for Wild Animal 
Nation Washington. He could be off planning something else in 
those horns of his.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion.” 

“Where could he possibly be?” Mr. Fox snarled. “He has to be 
somewhere in Wild Animal Nation Atlanta.” 
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“We did search,” Mr. Ostrich replied. “We searched all areas, 
but he could be hidden somewhere still. We’re still searching. He 
might have slipped away to Wild Animal Nation Philadelphia.” 

“What about Leader Camel?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Yes, that’s a possibility, too,” Mr. Ostrich said. “He might have 
slipped away to Wild Animal Nation Baltimore or even as far away 
as Wild Animal Nation Seattle.” 

“That far away?” Leader Lion asked, still pacing. 

“Tt remains a possibility.” 

“We have to find him.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion.” 

“Yes, we do need to find him,” Mr. Fox said. “And we will 
continue to hunt him down, but now we need to address Leader 
Camel.” 

“Leader Camel?” Mr. Coyote spoke up. 

“Yes, Leader Camel,” Mr. Fox replied calmly. 

“But shouldn’t we concentrate all our effort on first finding 
Leader Yak?” 

“As I said,” Mr. Fox answered sternly. “We will continue to 
hunt down Leader Yak, but now we need to address Leader 
Camel.” 

“But no buzzes of information have been confirmed that he had 
anything to do with AAAA. We don’t think he has any arms at all 
other than his usual forces.” 

“But do you not agree, Mr. Coyote, that he has the ability to 
acquire IEDs?” 

Mr. Coyote hesitated a moment. “Well, yes, but all Wild Animal 
Nations would have the ability to acquire IEDs.” 

“Leader Camel could have concealed the flares or tanks of 
gasoline in some ingenious manner. We don’t know. We don’t 
know what's he planning in that hump of his.” 

“That's right,” Mr. Coyote said. “We don’t know. And until we 
do know, we should concentrate all our efforts on Leader Yak.” 

“And isn’t it possible that Leader Yak slipped away to Wild 
Animal Nation Baltimore? Isn’t that a possibility?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Coyote answered. “He could have done that, but he 
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could have gone anywhere. Slipping away to see Leader Camel 
would seem the last place he would go.” 

“Well, it seems that we need to look at all possibilities now, 
don’t we?” 

Mr. Vulture started to squawk. “He has desert values. He 
doesn’t share the same Wild Animal Values. He’s domesticated. I 
tell you, domestication vulgarizes a wild nature. Rots it. Leader 
Yak, too, as you well know is also a domesticated animal. That’s 
what comes of domestication. We should have nothing to do with 
domestication.” 

Mr. Bear pointed out, “Mr. Vulture, even we in Wild Animal 
Nation Washington have domesticated animals. We also have 
camels and yaks, not to say donkeys and elephants and parrots.” 

“Domestication is an abomination,” Mr. Vulture squawked, 
dipping his bald head up and down. “It is an abomination. They — 
must be watched. Even some of your kind has been domesticated 
or have you conveniently forgotten about those Russian circuses in 
the Outside World?” 

Mr. Bear was thunderstruck. “It is no fault of wild animals 
alone if man domesticated them through force and coercion. 
Domestication is oppression, Mr. Vulture.” 

Mr. Vulture and Mr. Bear began to squabble. 

“Please, please,” Mr. Hippopotamus interjected forcefully. “Let 
us not get sidetracked here. These metaphysical concerns have no 
bearing upon the matter on the ground before us. We need to 
concentrate our efforts upon Leader Yak and Leader Camel and all 
wild animals who harbor aggressive attitudes. We must give our 
full attention to the preservation of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington, lest we lose sight of our main goal, as I have 
explained before.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings once more and fell silent. Mr. 
Bear placed his paws on his shaggy belly and grew still. 

“Thank you,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “I think we all do agree 
that our main concern is hunting down Leader Yak, but we need to 
keep a vigilant eye upon Leader Camel as well.” 

Mr. Coyote shook his head. 
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“SAA was a success,” Mr. Hippopotamus declared, “with or 
without the capture of Leader Yak. It will become only more of a 
success once we get him. His slipping away was indeed 
unfortunate, but we must keep our eyes on the future. On the 
future of Wild Animal Nation Washington. This skirmish alone 
proves to the land that we are strong and determined. That alone is 
worthwhile. We have emerged as a strong, powerful, and 
determined Wild Animal Nation and all others recognize that. 
Other wild animals will have to think twice before ever attempting 
to challenge our status among Wild Animal Nations. Would you 
not agree?” 

The wild animals murmured their consent. Leader Lion had 
stopped pacing and sat quietly. 

Taking control of the conversation, Mr. Hippopotamus 
continued. “We will continue to declare victory over Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta with or without the capture of Leader Yak. We did 
find special-lined sacks, the final piece of the puzzle as Mr. Fox 
pointed out, and that alone provides conclusive proof for this 
skirmish. Leader Yak’s escape is a minor concern because we now 
control that Wild Animal Nation. As soon as possible, we will 
allow the wild animals there to vote for a new leader who shares 
our same Wild Animal Values. We will continue to tell our own 
wild animals that we are hot on the trail of Leader Yak and it will 
be a mere matter of time before we track him down. We will 
continue to tell our own wild animals that we are doing all that we 
can to protect and preserve our own. We will continue to tell our 
own wild animals that we will uproot all Wild Animal Nations or 
their leaders who harbor aggressive attitudes. We will continue to 
display an entirely united front to the land. There must be no 
divisiveness. Wild animals respond well to decisive action. And we 
will continue to keep our eye on the main goal. Always the main 
goal.” 

After Mr. Hippopotamus finished, the other Top Advisors 
remained silent and merely glanced at each other. 

“Do we agree?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Tes. 
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“Good. Now let us do our jobs. Let us proceed. Let us not get 
sidetracked by minor issues. And remember—no buzzes!” 

All the Top Advisors left the Lion Area. Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus, as usual, remained behind to discus matters more 
intently with Leader Lion. 
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Chapter 8 


Wild Animal Nation Washington welcomed home its Armed 
Forces in a grand display of celebration. Leader Lion with his 
strings of gorillas headed the parade through the center of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington followed by General Orangutan, 
Admiral Snapping Turtle, General Eagle, General Hyena, and 
General Rattlesnake with all their troops marching behind them in 
well-ordered rows. 

Leader Lion announced that one extra truckload of meat, 
vegetables, fruit, fish, hay, and seed would be distributed to all 
wild animals in celebration of SAA. The wild animals cheered and 
howled, trumpeted and hooted this good news. 

Mr. Bat reported the victory and the fact that two special-lined 
sacks, though damaged, had been discovered underwater in the 
Polar Bear Area—the final bit of evidence that clearly 
demonstrated Leader Yak’s guilt and his possession of IEDs. 

Reconstruction of the Aviary Area continued so that some birds 
were able to move back into newly refurbished nests. 

Over the next few weeks, Leader Lion and his Top Advisors 
met often to plan and to strategize their campaign against Leader 
Camel. Mr. Coyote had been banned from certain closed-gate 
meetings. 

After conferring with Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus, Mr. 
Rhinoceros kept changing the Code of Alert. On the day of 
celebration for SAA, the Code of Alert dropped to Attention. A few 
days later, he raised it to Alert. Back to Attention. Down to 
Concern. Up to Alert. The wild animals watched these dramatic 
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changes in the code with confused and alarming attention. 

Captain Gorilla moved all the camels that were under heavy 
guard to cages in the same area where the cheetah and leopard 
were caged, where the lone surviving pelican of the wolf attack 
was caged, where the yaks of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
were caged, and where the captured yaks and pelicans of Wild 
Animal Nation Atlanta were caged. 

Leader Lion held numerous meetings in different areas from 
day to day. Mr. Fox, in addition, started to hold a few meetings of 
his own. Both emphasized the resounding success of defeating 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta, but then added, inevitably, the 
concern about Leader Camel. The lines were carefully orchestrated: 
“Leader Camel tried to take over the Baltimore Aquarium!” 
“Leader Camel harbors aggressive attitudes!” “Leader Camel does 
not share the same Wild Animal Values!” “Leader Camel voted 
against moving against Wild Animal Nation Atlanta!” “Some of 
Leader Lion’s wild animals cheered the attack against our Aviary 
Area!” “Leader Camel himself cheered the attack!” 

However, Leader Lion and Mr. Fox subtly began to add 
additional lines: “Leader Camel has strong Armed Forces.” 
“Leader Camel has a flock of pelicans.” “Leader Camel had 
conferred with Leader Yak.” “Leader Camel is trying to increase 
his flock of pelicans.” “Leader Camel is trying to import pelican 
eggs.” “Leader Camel has tanks of gasoline.” “Leader Camel might 
have flares.” “Leader Camel is domesticated.” “Leader Camel is 
trying to acquire special-lined sacks.” “Leader Camel rules with a 
heavy hoof.” “Leader Camel wants IEDs.” And the most cunning 
line of all was: “There’s something in that hump of his.” 

Most of these subtle and not-so-subtle additional lines were 
coordinated with the Code of Alert. When the Code of Alert rose to 
Alert, Leader Lion and Mr. Fox declaimed these accusations with 
greater freedom. 

Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate every day, mounted it, and 
yowled repetitively the same accusations and innuendoes about 
Leader Camel. His bright red buttocks could be seen fifty feet 
away. Mr. Hippopotamus had managed to have another barrel of 
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bananas delivered to his private Baboon Area every day. 

Mr. White Tiger passed by Mr. Baboon yowling away and 
thought what an idiotic figure he made. Doesn’t he think? Where is 
that brain of his? In his tail? 

Soon, meeting after meeting and with Mr. Baboon’s daily 
yowling, almost half the wild animals in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington believed that Leader Camel was also responsible for 
AAAA. Many of the wild animals started to murmur among 
themselves that famous line: “He has something in that hump of 
his.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: What’s In That Hump? 

Mr. Bat held a healthy skepticism, if not downright cynicism, 
about the facts and innuendoes circulating about Leader Camel, 
but he couldn’t resist using the most famous line of all to sell a few 
extra copies of the morning edition. He thought he might be 
flirting a little bit with sensationalism, but he remained as 
professional as possible, knew what the line was, and would never 
cross it. 
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One morning Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus met with Leader 
Lion in a closed-gated meeting. 

That afternoon, Leader Lion called all his Top Advisors, Chair 
Anaconda, Mr. Mole, Mr. Ferret, Mr. Panda, Mr. Emu, and even Mr. 
Coyote to an emergency session. 

“Tt is time now to move against Leader Camel,” Leader Lion 
announced. 

Silence greeted this statement. 

“Do we not agree that it is time to move against Leader 
Camel?” Mr. Fox finally said. 

“What buzzes of information have we discovered about Leader 
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Camel?” Mr. Coyote demanded, amazed at this sudden 
announcement although he had anticipated such a stupid decision. 

“Mr. Ferret?” Mr. Fox said. “Did you get any buzzes of 
information from the caged yaks and pelicans from Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta?” 

Mr. Ferret lifted his head. “No, Mr. Fox, the yaks and pelicans 
have told us nothing.” 

“Nothing at all?” Mr. Fox asked. 

“Nothing at all. They just won’t talk.” 

“And what about that pelican in protective custody? Our 
pelican.” 

“He claims he knew nothing about the attack.” 

“But he’s a pelican! Don’t they talk to one another? Among his 
extended flock?” 

“Again,” Mr. Ferret said, “he says he heard nothing.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Ferret,” Mr. Fox said. “Mr. Mole?” 

Mr. Mole stepped forward, placing his digging claws before 
him. 

“Well,” he began in a small voice, “his flock of pelicans has 
increased.” 

“By how many?” Mr. Coyote asked. 

“Well ... well, by four.” 

“That is a result of normal nesting behavior,” Mr. Coyote said. 

“But he has four more pelicans now, doesn’t he?” Mr. Fox 
snarled. 

“And as I said, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Coyote replied, “that is a result of 
normal nesting behavior.” 

“He has four more pelicans,” Mr. Fox stated. “That is all that 
concerns me.” 

Mr. Coyote twitched his black-tipped bushy tail. 

“Continue, Mr. Mole,” Mr. Fox said. 

“And he does have tanks of gasoline. He has as many tanks of 
gasoline as we have.” 

“And what does that prove?” Mr. Coyote challenged. 

“Tt proves that he has the capability to use those tanks of 
gasoline against us,” Mr. Fox said. 
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“And does he have flares? Does he have special-lined sacks?” 
Mr. Coyote asked. “Is he trying to acquire [EDs?” 

Mr. Mole unclasped and clasped his digging claws. “From what 
I can gather from my moles, we haven’t been able to ascertain that 
Leader Camel has flares or special-lined sacks.” 

Mr. Coyote twitched his tail once. 

“But that does not mean,” Mr. Fox said, “that Leader Camel 
could not acquire flares and special-lined sacks.” 

“But,” Mr. Coyote said, “that does not mean that ... that Leader 
Komodo Dragon or Leader Mongoose could also acquire those 
items. Any leader could acquire flares or special-lined sacks. It’s a 
rather different scenario if they actually do.” 

“With all due respect, Mr. Coyote,” Mr. Fox managed to say 
with a certain tone of conciliation, “it would be a rather different 
scenario if Leader Zebra, for example, or Leader Porcupine tried to 
acquire these items because they are clearly confederates of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. Do not forget that Leader Camel does 
not share the same Wild Animal Values as we do and harbors 
ageressive—" 

“Yes,” Mr. Coyote interrupted, “I know the lines. I know the 
argument. But that alone cannot justify shoving our orangutans 
and eagles and all our other Armed Forces into another skirmish 
based upon possible acquisition of these items.” 

Mr. Fox could barely contain his anger at this impertinent 
interruption. “We know he harbors aggressive attitudes and we 
know he has pelicans—four more pelicans—and tanks of gasoline. 
Do we wait until he has flares and special-lined sacks before we do 
anything? Do we wait until he has IEDs that can wreak another 
catastrophic attack against our great Wild Animal Nation 
Washington?” 

“As it stands,” Mr. Coyote said, “Leader Camel does not 
present an immediate threat.” 

“Tt it the context, Mr. Coyote. It is the entire context we must 
concentrate upon.” 

“We should concentrate upon tracking down Leader Yak. He 
was responsible for AAAA, or did you forget that?” 
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“I have not forgotten that,” Mr. Fox snarled. “And we are still 
tracking him down. But we can move against Leader Camel now. 
The time is right.” 

“Why is the time right?” 

“Because we have the full support of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington,” Mr. Fox declared. 

Mr. Coyote stared at him with intense, unblinking eyes. “And 
that makes it right?” 

“Mr. Coyote, I will tell you and I will tell each and every one of 
you what Leader Lion wishes to do,” Mr. Fox said in a cold voice, 
moving his black beady eyes from each wild animal to the next. 
“Our great Wild Animal Nation Washington must eliminate all 
threats and all potential threats against us.” 

No one responded. Mr. Hippopotamus sat there with a grim, 
determined expression on his huge gray face. Leader Lion merely 
blinked his yellow eyes. 

Mr. Coyote glanced around the Lion Area, noticed that Mr. 
Emu’s eyes seemed alive with questions, and wondered if he was 
about to challenge this nonsense. However, Mr. Emu did not utter 
a word. 

Mr. Coyote lowered his head. What are these wild animals 
thinking? No matter what he says, no one will listen. 

After a long moment, Mr. Fox repeated his statement in a 
steady and even tone of voice. “We must eliminate all threats and 
all potential threats against us.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings. “And don’t we want to spread 
our Wild Animal Values to other Wild Animal Nations? We have 
the best values. We have jungle values. It is inconceivable to me 
that other wild animals would not recognize that. It is 
inconceivable to me that all Wild Animal Nations would not want 
to embrace the values of our Benevolent Jungle.” 

Mr. Bear shook his shaggy head. 

“Oh, Mr. Bear, don’t shake your head,” Mr. Vulture said. “T 
understand that there are some differences. But differences can be 
accommodated, can they not? Those differences can be 
accommodated under the greater and more universal Wild Anima] 
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Values that we all share. I think the new foe now is not so much 
the differences between jungle values and mountain values or desert 
values or whatever values, but the simple fact of domestication.” 

Mr. Bear opened his eyes wide. 

“Yes, yes,” Mr. Vulture went on, dipping his bald head up and 
down. “The foe is domestication. We cannot trust domesticated 
animals. It is that simple.” 

Mr. Bear let out a long, deep sigh. 

Mr. Hippopotamus spoke. “With all due respect, Mr. Vulture, 
this is not the time for such a metaphysical discussion. We have 
more immediate matters to attend to.” 

“Yes, Mr. Hippopotamus,” Mr. Vulture squawked. 

“It is time to move against Leader Camel,” Mr. Fox said. “We 
need to discuss that skirmish.” 

“Chair Anaconda?” Leader Lion said. 

Chair Anaconda uncoiled his thick black body and raised his 
head. “We have the Armed Forces, Leader Lion, but I have some 
concerns that we might be stretching our forces too thin too 
quickly until we have Wild Animal Nation Atlanta on the mend.” 

“Nonsense!” Mr. Fox shouted. “We have plenty of Armed 
Forces.” 

“And some of those Armed Forces are deployed not only to 
maintain control at Wild Animal Nation Atlanta but also to 
preserve our own Wild Animal Nation.” 

Mr. Ostrich lifted his head. “We don’t need too many Armed 
Forces to move against Leader Camel. We use our eagles and 
snapping turtles principally but a minimum of orangutans, hyenas, 
and rattlesnakes.” 

“T think we might need more Armed Forces on the ground,” 
Chair Anaconda said. 

“No, no,” Mr. Ostrich responded. “If we have sleek, lean 
Armed Forces attacking from the skies, then they will stun Leader 
Camel into immediate surrender. He won’t know what hit him.” 

Chair Anaconda expressed caution. 

“If we need to,” Mr. Wolf interjected, “we can deploy more 
bobcats. We can move the bobcats from the perimeters here to 
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move against Leader Camel.” 

Chair Anaconda considered this. “Yes, that is possible. I can 
discuss that with General Bobcat.” 

“And the cost?” Leader Lion asked. 

“The cost?” Mr. Fox repeated. “The cost does not matter. We 
have enough money.” 

“No,” Leader Lion said, “the cost in lives.” 

Mr. Fox momentarily lost his well-ordered thoughts. 

“The cost in lives,” Mr. Ostrich said, “should be minimal if not 
nonexistent if we follow through on my plan to stun Leader Camel 
with a tremendous display of eagles and snapping turtles. We can 
call it ... call it Stun and Startle. Yes, Stun and Startle. We move 
against him hard at all once.” 

“Stun and Startle,” Leader Lion repeated. “I like that, especially 
since it would minimize the loss of our brave wild animals fighting 
for a Benevolent Jungle.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Vulture could not help squawking, “we are fighting 
for a Benevolent Jungle and Wild Animal Values.” 

“We do need,” Mr. Bear said, “the approval of our 
representatives.” 

“Yes, I know that,” Mr. Fox said. 

“And to move against another Wild Animal Nation in such a 
manner, we will need the approval of the Inter-Wild Animal 
Nations League.” 

“And we'll get that approval too,” Mr. Fox sneered. 

“I must say, Leader Lion,” Mr. Bear said, “as my mother used to 
say to me: ‘If you disturb a hive of bees for honey, be prepared for 
the stings.’” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. 

“The honey,” Mr. Fox said, “is worth it.” 

“I certainly hope so, Mr. Fox, I certainly hope so,” Mr. Bear 
said, placing his paws on his shaggy belly. 

“Mr. Panda,” Leader Lion said, “make all necessary 
preparations to call another emergency Inter-Wild Animal Nations 
League conference with Leader Zebra. And, Mr. Bear, I would like 
you to attend this conference as well to present our case. We need 
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to move quickly on this matter.” 

Mr. Bear shook his shaggy head, hearing the words of his 
mother rolling around in his skull. 

And so the move against Leader Camel began. 
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Chapter 9 


The move against Leader Camel, however, did not go quite as 
well or quite as easily as Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. 
Hippopotamus had thought. 

In fact, over the next three weeks, so many disruptions to their 
plans occurred, popping up here and there like prairie dogs, that 
even Mr. Hippopotamus, who was always so calm, methodical, 
confident, and generally bemused over so-called setbacks, became 
visibly agitated that the three of them were losing control and 
power. He kept thinking back to their troubles with Mr. White 
Tiger in those weeks before The Day of the Great Takeover, so the 
need for ever greater crafty and clandestine behavior had to be 
employed. 

For Mr. Fox the next three weeks swirled along with so much 
commotion, activity, and disorder that the days seemed to follow 
one another without any apparent cause and effect, one thing 
happening and then another and another and another. He could 
barely keep all this trouble and chaos straight in his sly mind of 
machination. 

Leader Lion just paced about in the Lion Area, confident that 
Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus would smooth over all the ruffled 
feathers and fur of his wild animals. They had always done so in 
the past, so there was no reason to think that they couldn’t do so 
for the present and for the future. 

Their plans and strategies were being challenged as never 
before, so the three of them in concert tried to knock down each 
and every pesky little problem as quickly and unhesitatingly as 
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possible—no matter what. 

“Everything must be Tip Top Secret,” Mr. Fox declared. “Tip 
Top. Tip Top.” 

“And so it shall be,” Mr. Hippopotamus agreed. “Now, more 
than ever.” 

“Don’t these wild ignoramuses know that we know what is 
best?” Mr. Fox exclaimed in haughty righteousness. 

“They will come to their senses,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 
“They will come to their dumb wild senses.” 

Leader Lion sat quietly, listening, pawing the ground. 

“We have a Benevolent Jungle,” Mr. Fox said. “We have the 
best, the supreme, the universal Wild Animal Values!” 

“That we do,” Mr. Hippopotamus emphasized. 

“And all the wild animals will soon see the wisdom of our 
vision,” Mr. Fox went on in ever-increasing excitement and 
disdain. “Don’t they know that we’re doing all this for them? To 
turn Wild Animal Nation Washington into the greatest Wild 
Animal Nation in the land?” 

“The greatest,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“How dare they challenge us? How dare they?” Mr. Fox asked 
in a shrill voice. 

“They don’t understand the process,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 
“They don’t understand the means employed to achieve the 
glorious end.” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” Mr. Fox said. “The glorious end.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus said to Leader Lion, “It does not matter 
what happens in the process of achieving the end. What does 
matter—over all other so-called ‘concerns’—is the end. That is the 
goal, Leader Lion, the glorious end for the goodwill of all wild 
animals and our own great Wild Animal Nation.” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears and could see this glorious great 
Wild Animal Nation Washington before his yellow eyes. 

“We must do what we must do,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “It is 
that simple.” 

“We must not waver,” Mr. Fox put in. “We must never ever 
waver in our decisions. What we decide is right. It is right for the 
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wild animals and it is right for Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. 

Mr. Hippopotamus said, once again, “Principles and ‘concerns’ 
are all good and fine to discuss, but they don’t mean a thing if we 
lose. We cannot lose. We must not lose.” 

“And we will not lose,” Mr. Fox snapped with sharp-teethed 
conviction. “We will never lose.” 

“The end justifies the means, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus 
added for the sake of clarity. 

“Yes,” Leader Lion agreed. “The end justifies the means.” 
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The day Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus met in 
the Lion Area with the representatives of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington, Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon expressed 
reservations about a skirmish with Leader Camel. 

Mr. Beaver, of course, toed the line and agreed with everything 
that Leader Lion proposed, since Mr. Fox had promised him and 
his constituents more of the bamboo grove to build dams. Mr. 
Beaver did not dare challenge Leader Lion because he knew that 
the fussy Ms. Gazelle with all her absurd Area Protection Agency’s 
rules would prohibit further use of the bamboo grove. 

Mr. Tortoise had concerns about the entire cost of this skirmish 
against Leader Camel. How long could we continue, he asked, to 
use funds to have seven truckloads of meat a day, seven days a 
week, and to use funds to rebuild the Aviary Area, and to use 
funds to maintain the mounting expense of keeping Armed Forces 
in Wild Animal Nation Atlanta before the budget started to dip 
into the red? As it stood, the budget was just hovering at a fragile 
balance, according to Mr. Kangaroo, and it’s possible that all these 
expenses could bankrupt Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

Mr. Fox tried to assure Mr. Tortoise that a slight dip into the red 
meant nothing in face of the approaching threat against Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. Mr. Tortoise felt like tucking his head 
inside his shell when Mr. Fox peppered him with his explanations 
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and rationalizations. Overall, he remained skeptical of Mr. Fox’s 
assurance that he would personally speak to Mr. Kangaroo about 
the budget. 

Ms. Chameleon kept changing colors during the entire 
discussion. She was concerned about the cost of wild animal lives. 
She wanted to know how many more wild animals would have to 
pay the price of Ultimate Commitment in another skirmish. We 
lost wild animal lives in that first Minor Skirmish with Leader 
Camel and many more in the skirmish with Leader Yak. Was it 
truly necessary to move against Leader Camel rather than pursue 
other politic solutions to resolve the situation? Intense surveillance 
of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore? Heightened protection of our 
own territory to prevent any further attacks? Continued diplomatic 
pressure with Leader Camel? 

Mr. Fox, of course, lamented the loss of any one single wild 
animal in any skirmish, but sometimes, as sad as it may be, the 
Ultimate Commitment is necessary. Mr. Fox also explained that Mr. 
Panda and Mr. Bear would be attending an Inter-Wild Animal 
Nations League Conference to demonstrate to all Wild Animal 
Nations in the land of the utmost importance to challenge Leader 
Camel. 

Turning from brown to gray, Ms. Chameleon, too, remained 
skeptical at every word that spilled from the mouth of Mr. Fox’s 
pointed face. She was also extremely concerned about all the 
sudden changes to the list of Wild Animal Values to make them 
more good, but she considered that to raise that concern at this 
moment would not encourage a productive dialogue. 

The upshot was that Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon wanted 
Leader Lion to spell out in no uncertain terms his case to the wild 
animals of Wild Animal Nation Washington for moving against 
Leader Camel before they would give their approval. 

Leader Lion shook his great-maned head. 

Mr. Fox twitched his tail and bit down hard on his narrow 
tongue. 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. “If that is what you 
wish, then Leader Lion will address the wild animals soon.” 
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Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon nodded their 
heads and left the Lion Area. 

“That color-changing lizard,” Mr. Fox snarled, “and that hard- 
headed turtle.” 

“Now, Mr. Fox,” Mr. Hippopotamus said calmly, “we can take 
it to the wild animals. We’ve been taking it to the wild animals. 
One more round will hardly exhaust us as long as we get what we 
want. And I think that we should wait to hear from Mr. Panda and 
Mr. Bear. If the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League gives us the go- 
ahead, then it will be much easier to convince our representatives 
as well as the other wild animals.” 

“True, true,” Mr. Fox demurred. “Let’s get started.” 


+ 


The following morning, Mr. Rhinoceros raised the Code of Alert 
from Attention to Active Alert, the highest alert level on the code. 

More eagles lined the treetops. More hawks and falcons 
hovered in the air. More gorillas, bobcats, and rattlesnakes guarded 
the gates and fences. 

All the wild animals, filled with apprehension and fear, turned 
their eyes to the sky and to the gates and to the fences. 
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In the dead of night, Mr. Vulture flapped his way to the list of 
Wild Animal Values to add more words with his bucket of black 
paint. 

Mr. Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox convinced Leader Lion that 
this new addition to the list of Wild Animal Values—which is 
clearly allowed under Leadership Decision, which is clearly done 
for the goodwill of all wild animals, and which is clearly 
indispensable to advance their case to move against Leader 
Camel—need not be mentioned in any talks to the wild animals. In 
fact, if there were more additions that had be made, no talk of 
them need ever be mentioned again. 
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They argued that he, as the leader of a Benevolent Jungle, had 
already made the point that changes were being added to make the 
list of Wild Animal Values more good, so if the list continues to 
become more good, so be it. The list is clearly posted for all wild 
animals to see: if they don’t take the time to study the list from 
time to time or to read it, then whose fault is that? Certainly not 
Leader Lion’s. 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head at the wise counsel 
that Mr. Hippopotamus and Mr. Fox always provided him. 


+ ot 


That one marmoset, who had developed a habit now of taking 
an early morning stroll to the front gate and back to the Marmoset 
Area, stopped to look again at the list of Wild Animal Values. 
Weren’t there just two changes to make the list more good? 

He read through the entire list three times, lingering over the 
changes to the middle numbers. 


3. All Wild Animals Shall Be Free From Harm Unless They 
Do Harm To Others 

4. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For All Other Wild 
Animals Unless They Do Not Respect Themselves 

5. All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For Wild Animal 
Values Unless They Do Not Share The Same Wild Animal 
Values 


How strange? I thought there were just two changes to make 
the list more good, but now there are three. The marmoset read 
through the list one more time before returning to the Marmoset 
Area. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer: 
Impending Skirmish with Leader Camel. 
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The entire Wild Animal Nation Washington exploded into new 
squabbles, heated debates, vigorous denunciations, and 
unqualified support. Many wild animals thought Leader Camel 
was involved in AAAA and needed to be removed from power. 
Others did not think so. But didn’t he try to take over the 
Baltimore Aquarium? But didn’t Leader Lion convince him 
otherwise? But there’s something in that hump of his, isn’t there? 
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Soon after the representatives of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington met with Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. 
Hippopotamus, Leader Lion called Mr. Parrot to announce a 
speech he would make as soon as possible to all the wild animals 
to spell out his concerns and his reasons for moving against Leader 
Camel. 

That afternoon, a surprising number of wild animals gathered 
before the platform erected next to the Aviary Area. The platform, 
however, had again been rebuilt and refurbished with fine wood 
polished to a brilliant sheen. A few ceramic pots of fern adorned 
the corners. Colorful bunting ornamented the front of it in 
dramatic folds of fabric. In addition to all the bright decorations, 
the platform had also been elevated three feet higher. 

Instead of the other painted signs that Mr. Vulture had made 
and nailed to the trees, there were now three new signs, 
meticulously printed in glossy bold black letters. They were not 
nailed to the trees but were now suspended from their branches 
with wires directly above the platform, so the signs seemed to float 
in the cool afternoon air in some miraculous defiance of gravity. 


AAAA 
WILD ANIMAL NATION WASHINGTON 
WILD ANIMAL VALUES 


Mr. Vulture, who had overseen the remaking of the signs, had 
wanted to list the Wild Animal Values, but Mr. Fox convinced him 
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otherwise, not wanting to draw any more attention than needed to 
the changes Leader Lion had made to them. Mr. Vulture, who was 
particularly proud of the list, flapped his wings in dejected despair 
and thought of the singular thrill he had experienced each and 
every time he had to grab his bucket of black paint to make the list 
more good. 

All the usual Top Advisors and leaders of the Armed Forces sat 
in a front row, except for Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear who were at that 
moment traveling up to Wild Animal Nation Bronx to address the 
Inter-Wild Animal Nations League. 

Mr. Baboon flopped his bright red buttocks down right in the 
front row next to Mr. Beaver. Ms. Chameleon changed to a dull 
half-green-half-brown color, thankful that Mr. Baboon had flopped 
down next to Mr. Beaver instead of herself. Mr. Tortoise stretched 
his head out of his shell as much as possible to listen. 

In a section assigned to media coverage, Mr. Bat quietly folded 
his wings and waited among the television crews and journalists 
who were allowed inside from the Outside World. 

Mr. White Tiger sat down nearby but separate, as usual, 
watching this trumped-up display with suspicious eyes. The very 
first aspect of the platform he noticed was not the new signs or 
polished wood or ferns or bunting but that it had been elevated, so 
Leader Lion would gaze down upon them all from this ever 
greater and seemingly far-removed height. 

All the wild animals at the gathering murmured in huddled 
pockets and shifted their paw and tails and wings restlessly, 
uneasily, expectantly. No one knew quite what to expect. Some had 
made up their minds already—for the skirmish or against the 
skirmish. Others wanted to wait to hear what Leader Lion would 
say before deciding one way or the other. 

A slow steady drumbeat suddenly began. 

The wild animals turned this way and that as they listened. 

The drumbeat continued, louder and louder, and then stopped. 

Reverend Armadillo stepped up and waddled his way to the 
front of the platform to petition the crowd with the goodwill of the 
Supreme King. He kept his petition short and to the point, under 
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the direction of Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus. Oh, how he 
wanted to toss in a little reminder about the Underground nature 
of cannibalism and inter-species consorting, but he held his tongue. 

Once he finished and waddled off the platform, the drumbeat 
began again, much louder than before, as four strings of gorillas 
marched up in well-ordered rows. 

Then Leader Lion appeared on the platform. With freshly licked 
fur, he padded confidently forward to the front edge and stood 
there, his great-maned head held high. 

The wild animals cheered their leader. 

Others remained silent. 

Mr. Baboon jumped up and let out one long yowl. 

Then Leader Lion began. 

“My fellow wild animals, may the Supreme King look down 
upon you with goodwill as Leader Lion looks down upon you 
with goodwill.” 

He paused, as though the goodwill itself were descending that 
very moment upon the fur and feathers and scales of each and 
every wild animal in the gathering. Actually, he was rapidly 
reviewing the carefully detailed notes that he had to memorize for 
what Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus claimed would be one of the 
most important speeches of his career thus far. 

“Leader Lion has called you here today to discuss an issue of 
utmost and urgent importance for the goodwill of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington. 

“Need Leader Lion remind you of AAAA? No. Just a slight 
turn of the head is a reminder of that tragic and fateful day. But 
you will notice, even as Leader Lion speaks, that construction goes 
on and on to rebuild our magnificent Aviary Area.” 

The wild animals turned to look and, indeed, new nets had 
been draped over the tops of the trees, new nests had been built, 
new feeders had been installed. 

“And we are not done. No, not yet. We are building now the 
ereatest Aviary Area that the land has ever seen because we shall 
not be defeated by the unwild animal nature of a cold-blooded 
killer. A foe of all the goodwill that we represent. An Underground 
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creature that has sprung up from the dirt beneath us. 

“No, we shall not be defeated, we shall not be destroyed, we 
shall not be uprooted because we stand for and we represent all 
that is good in all the Wild Animal Nations in the land. 

“We, as a Wild Animal Nation, must face the stark reality that 
there are some wild animals who wish to uproot us, to tear us 
down, to rip us apart. | 

“But we will not let that happen, my fellow wild animals. No, 
not by the goodwill of the Supreme King will Leader Lion ever 
permit such a horrific situation such as AAAA to occur again. 

“Make no error, Leader Lion will fight with his claws and his 
fangs and all his strength to crush any foe who dares to challenge 
our supremacy. 

“Need Leader Lion remind you that our great Wild Animal 
Nation Washington has already been challenged by Leader Yak 
and his attempt to uproot our Wild Animal Nation? 

“Did he uproot us? No. 

“Did he destroy us? No. 

“Did he succeed? No and no again. 

“Make no error, what he did was to arouse a grand roar of 
outrage at his cowardly act. We waited, yes, to clearly identify the 
foe, the killer, the despicable creature that could embrace such an 
Underground plot. 

“And then, only then, my fellow wild animals, did we act. And 
we acted decisively and speedily with determination and backbone 
and unwavering resolve to bring this creature to justice. We moved 
against Wild Animal Nation Atlanta with our brave and fearless 
Armed Forces and brought that foe down to the dirt where he 
belongs. 

“And we now know that Leader Yak did indeed have IEDs ... as 
we knew all along. And the land is a safer and better land now that 
he is gone. We removed his horns from the leadership of Wild 
Animal Nation Atlanta, and those wild animals there greeted us 
with hope and goodwill for having the courage to do so.” 

Leader Lion paused again and gazed steadily at the gathering 
with his intense yellow eyes. 
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Mr. White Tiger could not help but think that Leader Lion 
never once mentioned that Leader Yak had actually eluded the 
Armed Forces and escaped, but was now simply collapsing Leader 
Yak into the abstract concept of a conquered Wild Animal Nation 
Atlanta. 

“But now, my fellow wild animals, now we face another foe. 
Another foe as deadly, as cunning, and as Underground as Leader 
Yak. The horns of Leader Yak had filled Leader Lion with outrage, 
but the hump of Leader Camel fills Leader Lion with even more 
outrage and anger and indignation. 

“And we have not been idle. No. We have been carefully 
monitoring Leader Camel and Wild Animal Nation Baltimore. We 
have been gathering buzzes of information and pieces of evidence 
through our various agencies to determine what Leader Camel is 
doing in his Wild Animal Nation. Need Leader Lion remind you 
that he is only just down the road from us? 

“And what we have discovered is indeed disturbing, my fellow 
wild animals. Make no error, we have been thorough and cautious 
in our analysis of all the buzzes of information and evidence 
gathered.” 

Leader Lion paused again. Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus 
peered up at him, because this was the most potent segment of the 
speech. Mr. Fox just hoped Leader Lion did not stumble or falter 
through this part. 

“Need Leader Lion remind you of the history of Wild Animal 
Nation Baltimore? When all the wild animals in the land were 
preparing and planning for The Day of The Great Takeover, we 
helped Leader Camel by supplying him with some much needed 
barrels of fruit to fortify his orangutans. We did this out of our 
own great goodwill to help and to aid all wild animals engaged in 
that noble cause. 

“But what did Leader Camel do? He tried to take over the 
Baltimore Aquarium. 

“Did anyone know about this? No. I repeat No. He had hidden 
in that hump of his this devious plot to gain more control and 
power than any other wild animal needed to do on that 
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momentous day. 

“Need Leader Lion remind you that we had to send some of our 
own orangutans up to Baltimore to prevent this foolhardy and 
unfounded move against the Baltimore Aquarium? And some of 
our own brave orangutans made the Ultimate Commitment on that 
day and in that Minor Skirmish. 

“But we prevailed, my fellow wild animals. The Baltimore 
Aquarium is now safely in the flippers of the whales. We moved 
against Leader Camel with decisive action. We convinced him to 
pull back and to pull out. We prevailed! 

“But need Leader Lion remind you that he had this 
Underground plot in that hump of his all along? Leader Camel lied 
to us. Leader Camel deceived us.” 

Leader Lion paused to let this word sink into the ears of the 
wild animals. 

“Yes, he deceived us. He used our goodwill gesture of those 
barrels of fruit to lie to us. We now know that he had been planning 
this move against the Baltimore Aquarium all along. 

“But, my fellow wild animals, Leader Camel will not deceive us 
a second time!” 

Mr. Baboon yowled. A few other wild animals howled their 
approval. 

“Make no error, we now know that he is trying to deceive us 
again. 

“We know he voted against our move against Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta. That vote was seen throughout the land. Leader 
Camel voted against SAA. He voted against our noble cause to 
avenge the lives of all our wild birds who died in AAAA. Innocent, 
singing birds, my fellow wild animals.” 

A flock of cranes started weeping. 

“Yes. He voted against that. And, my fellow wild animals, need 
Leader Lion remind you that some of his wild animals actually 
cheered when the attack happened? Cheered! We know all too clearly 
that he harbors aggressive attitudes!” 

The cranes sobbed. 

Leader Lion gazed out at the gathering with unblinking, intent eyes. 
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“And we know he does not share our same Wild Animal 
Values.” 

Leader Lion tilted his head upward, as planned, to indicate the 
sign floating above his head. 

“No, my fellow wild animals, sadly, Leader Camel does not 
share the same Wild Animal Values that have made us the greatest 
Wild Animal Nation in the land. No, sadly, he does not share the 
same Wild Animal Values because his species, through no fault of 
its own, has been domesticated.” 

Mr. Vulture felt his feathers stiffen at the ugly word 
“domestication.” Mr. Bear appreciated the qualification that 
identified the oppression of man. 

“But he rules his Wild Animal Nation with a heavy hoof. A 
very heavy hoof indeed. My fangs ache at the thought of those 
poor wild animals living under that heavy hoof. 

“But we have gathered the buzzes of information. 

“He now has squads and platoons and companies and 
battalions of orangutans, eagles, snapping turtles, hyenas, 
rattlesnakes, and bobcats! 

“Fle now has more pelicans! 

“Fe now has more pelican eggs! 

“He now has ample tanks of gasoline! 

“And those flares, my fellow wild animals, those flares!” 

At the word “flares” a visible shudder leaped from wing to 
paw to shell. 

“There is no doubt that he has IEDs! 

“And we all know,” Leader Lion went on, glancing at the 
Aviary Area, “what horrific destruction can happen from the use of 
those simple flares that Leader Yak used when he attacked us. 
Look for yourselves. Just look.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes and tossed his great- 
maned head. 

“Those were just flares, my fellow wild animals. But it has come 
to Leader Lion’s attention that Leader Camel is not just satisfied 
with flares. Oh, no, Leader Camel has been trying to acquire 
through Leader Mongoose ... dynamite.” 
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At the word “dynamite,” the entire gathering, from the tallest 
to the shortest, from the oldest to the youngest, from the feathered 
to the furred, from the scaled to the shelled, became perfectly, 
utterly, completely still. 

“Yes, my fellow wild animals,” Leader Lion continued, “Leader 
Camel is trying to acquire dynamite. Need Leader Lion explain to 
you what would happen if those sticks turned out not to be sticks 
of flares but sticks of dynamite!” 

Leader Lion did not need to explain because the entire 
gathering shuddered. 

Mr. Baboon’s furrowed brow furrowed further. 

Startled at this pronouncement, Mr. Emu stretched his long 
neck and rapidly blinked his eyes. 

“My fellow wild animals, Leader Lion did not ask to become a 
skirmish leader but that is what Leader Lion now is. And Leader 
Lion will defend, will protect, will fight to the last fang in his 
mouth to preserve the Great Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

“Leader Lion will not deal with hooligans or killers or butchers! 

“Leader Lion will not wait for another AAAA to happen. Do 
we want another AAAA? Or worse? No, no, no! That cannot 
happen. The great Wild Animal Nation Washington will remove, 
will uproot, will destroy, will crush any perceived threat against 
us.” 

Leader Lion paused and then roared, “Make no error, my 
fellow wild animals, that threat is now here! That threat is now 
here in the Underground form of Leader Camel! That threat is now 
here upon us in that hump of his!” 

As soon as the word “hump” was roared, the drumbeat began 
as the strings of gorillas started to beat their chests. 

Leader Lion gazed once again at the gathering and left the 
platform. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Wants Dynamite. 
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Mr. Bat couldn’t write his articles or his headlines or his 
editorials fast enough. He had to print an extra one hundred copies 
of that morning’s edition of the newspaper. 

Later that day, he flew from area to area to take down notes on 
what all the wild animals were thinking and debating and 
squabbling about over this case for a skirmish against Leader 
Camel. Never before had an issue so divided Wild Animal Nation 
Washington. 


+ FF 


Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus praised Leader Lion for how 
brilliantly he had pressed his case for moving against Leader 
Camel. Indeed, they both told him that he had never given any 
speech before with such passion and conviction. 

Leader Lion growled amiably. “I pulled it off, didn’t I?” 

“Oh, more than that,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “There’s no way 
that this momentum for moving against Leader Camel will ever be 
stopped.” 

Mr. Fox licked his chops. “Never. We have it. We have it now. 
Even that ridiculous ever-changing Ms. Chameleon will see that 
she cannot withstand the will of the wild animals.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Hippopotamus chuckled. “The will of the wild 
animals!” 

“After all, we must appear to appeal to and to be open to the 
thoughts and opinions of others,” Mr. Fox sneered. 

All three of them continued to congratulate one another on the 
victorious speech. 

Mr. Hippopotamus paused a moment. “However, we must be 
cautious. Always be cautious for any slight tremor of disapproval 
or objection, so we can crush it and crush it immediately.” 

“Immediately,” Mr. Fox snarled. 
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Chapter 10 


Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear could not get approval to move against 
Leader Camel at the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League. 

Both Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had emphasized to each 
individually that it was necessary that other Wild Animal Nations 
not only vote their approval for this skirmish but also join them in 
their effort, in simple statistical terms of fundamental Armed 
Forces, to crush Leader Camel soundly. 

In fact, in deep and vibrant hisses, Chair Anaconda had also 
briefed Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear on the massive Armed Forces 
under Leader Camel’s command—it was an undeniable condition 
for Wild Animal Nation Washington to have an Interlocking 
Alliance. 

Although Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear carefully presented all their 
findings at the emergency session, many other ambassadors 
expressed doubt and even outright disbelief at their report. When 
Mr. Bear claimed that they had solid information that Leader 
Camel was trying to get special-lined sacks from Leader Komodo 
Dragon, a few ambassadors had actually jeered. 

As Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear worked their best to convince 
certain select Wild Animal Nations that had always been 
confederates to join them, even those Wild Animal Nations would 
not agree to form an Interlocking Alliance in a skirmish against 
Leader Camel with the sole exception of Leader Zebra of Wild 
Animal Nation Bronx. 

The other two usual confederates, Leader Peacock of Wild 
Animal Nation San Diego and Leader Porcupine of Wild Animal 
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Nation Chicago, remained unmoved and even outright cold at all 
their efforts to convince them of the wisdom of this skirmish and 
that Leader Camel had IEDs. These two usual confederates pointed 
out that such a skirmish at such a time would only inflame 
ageressive attitudes in other Wild Animal Nations, not douse 
them. 

Defeated, Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear returned to Wild Animal 
Nation Washington to report to Leader Lion. 


+ FF 


Wild Animal Nation Washington Treasury Mr. Kangaroo 
resigned. 

He had hopped over to Leader Lion with his concern about the 
ever mounting cost of meat, of the reconstruction of the Aviary 
Area, of the skirmish against Leader Yak, of the maintenance of 
Armed Forces in Wild Animal Nation Atlanta, and now the 
impending move against Leader Camel. There was just not enough 
money to cover all these expenditures. 

Mr. Fox, who had been with Leader Lion in the Lion Area at the 
time, dismissed such concerns with a single arrogant bark. 

Mr. Kangaroo could not believe such a haughty response would 
have greeted his deep-felt conviction that Wild Animal Nation 
Washington was headed for financial disaster and ruin. 

Dejected, he hopped away from the Lion Area. 


% 


The headline in The Wild Washington Observer announced: 
Mr. Kangaroo Resigns. 

After interviewing Mr. Kangaroo, Mr. Bat wrote a short article 
spelling out Mr. Kangaroo’s concerns about fiscal responsibility 
and that Wild Animal Nation Washington was heading toward 
financial chaos. 

Many wild animals expressed surprise at Mr. Kangaroo’s 
resignation, but most were not too concerned about all the extra 
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expenditures if Leader Lion was only trying to protect and 
preserve them. After all, it wasn’t his fault that AAAA happened. 


Fe Hh 


Leader Lion asked Mr. Parrot to call Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus to the Lion Area. 

“Do you think this will cause any trouble for us?” Leader Lion 
asked, holding a copy of The Wild Washington Observer in his paw. 

Mr. Hippopotamus shook his huge gray head. 

“No,” Mr. Fox said. “From what I gather, the wild animals 
aren’t concerned about a little extra money being spent to insure 
_ the future greatness of Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head and tossed the 
newspaper into the trash. 

“That's right, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said. “That need not 
concern us.” 


ob oe ob 


Wild Animal Nation Washington Area Protection Agency Ms. 
Gazelle resigned. 

She had sprinted over to Leader Lion with her continued 
concern about the destruction of the bamboo grove that the 
beavers were devastating as they built more and more dams. How 
many dams did they need? Why could they not use other wood or 
plants? In addition, the hippopotami, especially Mr. 
Hippopotamus, were still tossing spoiled, uneaten aquatic plants 
behind the Reptile Area rather than at the edge of the swamp at 
the Alligator Area. Not only that, but the primates were also 
tossing all those additional banana peels behind the Reptile Area 
as well. She explained that the various ponds for all aquatic wild 
animals were becoming filled with slime and that this slime was 
backing up water drainage. Certain areas of the wild animals were 
not being cleaned daily. She simply could not continue in her 
position to uphold clean areas and clean water and attempt to 
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preserve certain vegetation from destruction if all the initial 
regulations that had been set up were just being ignored. 
Unhappily, she sprinted away from the Lion Area. 


Ho 


The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Ms. Gazelle Resigns. 

A few boa constrictors read that morning’s edition and agreed 
that the dumpage behind the Reptile Area had indeed started to 
stink more than usual. The dolphins, too, noticed that the slime in 
their pond was certainly more noticeable in the past month. Even 
though the polar bears still had cooler temperatures, even they had 
been having trouble with drainage. 

However, all these wild animals decided that Leader Lion was 
so involved in protecting and preserving Wild Animal Nation 
Washington that he simply could not do everything and had to 
divert some of his attention to move against Leader Camel. 


of FOF 


Leader Lion asked Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus if this 
resignation need concern him, and both said, “No. No need to be 
concerned.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. 

“A few extra banana peels?” Mr. Hippopotamus said. “A little 
drainage trouble? The wild animals are much more concerned 
about another attack than slime in their ponds.” 

“And the beavers have always been staunch supporters,” Mr. 
Fox stressed. “If a couple of acres of bamboo grove are lost to keep 
their support, then I say let the bamboo grove be lost. A few trees 
are not going to stand in the way of spreading our Wild Animal 
Values across the land.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. 


+ FF OF 
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Mr. Panda and Mr. Bear finally returned to Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and to a meeting of Leader Lion’s Top Advisors. They 
reported their failure to get approval for a move against Leader 
Camel and their failure to pull together the usual confederates into 
any sort of Interlocking Alliance, except for Leader Zebra. 

Leader Lion could not believe his ears, which twitched and 
trembled. 

“What?” Mr. Fox exclaimed. “No other Wild Animal Nation can 
see the threat Leader Camel represents?” 

“No, Mr. Fox, apparently not,” Mr. Panda said. “Just Leader 
Zebra.” 

“T cannot believe this,” Mr. Fox snarled. “After all we did to 
help those Wild Animal Nations? What in the Supreme King’s 
name is wrong with Leader Peacock?” 

“He remained unconvinced by our arguments,” Mr. Panda said. 
“He said there were other tracks to pursue to monitor Leader 
Camel.” 

“He doesn’t know what he’s talking about,” Mr. Fox sneered. 
“He’s too busy strutting around with those tail feathers of his 
spread wide. What about Leader Porcupine?” 

“He, too, thought there were other tracks to pursue before 
having to resort to a skirmish,” Mr. Panda said. 

“That dumb old sack of quills,” Mr. Fox murmured. “He doesn’t 
know the difference between dung and fruit.” 

“But we do have Leader Zebra on our side, don’t we?” Leader 
Lion said hopefully. 

“Yes, Leader Lion, we do have him,” Mr. Panda said. “He said 
he would support us unequivocally. He would join us in an 
Interlocking Alliance.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. “At least we have him.” 

Mr. Bear said, “An Interlocking Alliance of two is not much 
interlocking.” 

Mr. Fox glared at Mr. Bear. 

Mr. Fox turned to Chair Anaconda. “Would Leader Zebra’s 
Armed Forces and ours be sufficient for a skirmish against Leader 
Camel?” 
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Chair Anaconda coiled and uncoiled his black body. “He has 
four battalions of orangutans, two fleets of snapping turtles, six 
squads of eagles, two squads of rattlesnakes, and three platoons of 
hyenas.” 

“What about his bobcats?” 

“I don’t think Leader Zebra would deploy the bobcats.” 

Mr. Fox nodded his head. “So is that enough? Combined with 
ours?” 

Chair Anaconda coiled his body tight and hissed, “Just barely. 
Just barely. But it’s impossible to predict what goes on ina 
skirmish.” 

Mr. Ostrich said, “Stun and Startle.” 

Leader Lion and Chair Anaconda looked at him. 

“Don’t you remember?” Mr. Ostrich said. “When we discussed 
moving against Leader Camel before. We make careful plans for a 
sudden massive strike all at once. Even if we don’t have all the 
Armed Forces we might wish to have, this overwhelming sudden 
strike will drive Leader Camel straight into the Underground 
where he belongs within a few days.” 

“And that’s just the place where domesticated wild animals 
belong,” Mr. Vulture squawked. 

Mr. Bear turned his eyes upward at this remark. 

“What do you think?” Leader Camel asked Chair Anaconda. 

“It could work,” he hissed. “Yes, it could work.” 

“Stun and Startle,” Mr. Ostrich said, stretching his neck. 

“Stun and Startle,” Mr. Fox repeated. 

“But,” Mr. Bear said, “what about the wild animals in Wild . 
Animal Nation Baltimore? What about those who don’t harbor 
ageressive attitudes?” 

“All those wild animals will shout cries of goodwill for 
uprooting the heavy hoof of Leader Camel,” Mr. Fox answered. 

“Yes, of course they will,” Mr. Bear agreed. “But will they be 
safe from such a massive strike? Will any get hurt or, may the 
Supreme King forgive me, will any get killed?” 

Mr. Hippopotamus said, “Those are the natural accidents of a 
skirmish.” 
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Mr. Bear contemplated this remark and studied his tusky 
expression. 

“We will take all necessary precautions,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes,” Leader Lion said. 

“Yes,” Ms. Panther purred. 


+ FF 


The headline in The Wild Washington Observer announced: 
Inter-Wild Animal Nations League Rejects Move Against Leader 
Camel. 

The wild animals could not believe it. Did they not hear Leader 
Lion’s case? Did they not understand that Leader Camel rules his 
Wild Animal Nation with a heavy hoof? Did they not see that some 
of the wild animals in Wild Animal Nation Baltimore had actually 
cheered when the Aviary Area had been attacked? Did they not 
know that their wild animals harbor aggressive attitudes? Did they 
not know that Leader Camel has IEDs? Did they not know that 
Leader Camel has something in that hump of his? 

And on and on the debates and squabbles went. Some wild 
animals were now not so convinced of the reasons for moving 
against Leader Camel. 


ob 


Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus met in a closed-gate meeting 
with Leader Lion. 

“What's happening here?” Leader Lion asked. “We're losing 
momentum.” 

“We just need to get it back,” Mr. Hippopotamus said. 

“But how?” 

“We'll take care of that,” Mr. Fox responded. 


+ FF 
Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and began to 
yowl. 
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“What good does the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League 
accomplish? Nothing, I say, nothing! It’s just a big pow-wow of | 
empty words and empty debates! Who needs the Inter-Wild 
Animal Nations League? Not us. No, not us. We are the greatest 
Wild Animal Nation in the land, and they fear us. They fear our 
wisdom. They fear Leader Lion’s supreme insight into the nature 
of wild animal behavior. They cannot see the Underground in that 
hump of Leader Camel.” 

The usual colony of lemmings sat enthralled at Mr. Baboon’s 
yowling. And, as all wild animals knew, lemmings breed 
prolifically, so there were so many more of them. 

“And Leader Peacock? Hummphh! What does he know? Oh, he 
can parade around with his tail feathers spread. He can dazzle his 
wild animals with all those bright colors. But that’s all it is—just a 
dazzle. He knows nothing. He’s antiquated. He has old ideas, old 
notions. He does not embrace the forward-looking vision of our 
great Leader Lion. 

“And was Wild Animal Nation San Diego attacked? Was it? I 
think he might be strutting and flashing his tail feathers in a 
different way if his Wild Animal Nation had its Aviary Area leveled 
to the ground by pelicans. Oh, yes, he’s happy over there on the 
other side of the Outside World, without a care in the land. 

“But is his Wild Animal Nation better off? Of course not. We 
have more meat and more fruit and more vegetables and more 
seed than other Wild Animal Nation in the land. Why? Why, you 
ask? Because Leader Lion is great! Leader Peacock is envious of all 
we have. It is that simple.” 

More and more wild animals started to surround Mr. Baboon. 
Leaving behind their work on a new bamboo dam, a colony of 
beavers waddled over and started beating their flat tails against 
the ground in syne with Mr. Baboon’s yowls. Four jerboas hopped 
over. A flock of spoonbills flew over and fluttered down to the 
ground. 

“And Leader Porcupine? Oh, my Supreme King. Does he think 
those quills of his will prevent an attack of pelicans? He’s out of 
touch. He’s out of touch with everything up there in Wild Animal 
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Nation Chicago. I think the wind just blows straight through his 
quills. He couldn’t recognize a hurricane from a light summer 
breeze. And do you think we need someone like him? Of course 
not. We have a great leader. We have Leader Lion. We have great 
Leader Lion who acted against Leader Yak and removed his horns 
from power. Do you think Leader Porcupine could do something 
like that? Do you? He’s nothing but an old bag of quills.” 

A few kudus leaped over to listen. A few massive wildebeests 
stomped to the edge of the crowd. 

“Leader Lion knows what's best. He knows what must be done. 
All that Leader Lion does, day and night and night and day, is for 
us. For all of us! Every single thought of his and every single action 
of his are for our goodwill. Has he not shown that? Did he not 
proclaim Wild Animal Nation Washington a Benevolent Jungle? 
That’s what he wants for all wild animals. He wants to spread our 
glorious Wild Animal Values across the land, and do you think 
such backward-thinking leaders like Leader Peacock and Leader 
Porcupine can understand his Benevolence? Hah! Of course not. 
Leader Peacock is happy to strut about. Leader Porcupine is happy 
to quiver his quills. But tail feathers and quills will not prevent 
another AAAA, will they? Will they?” 

A few marmosets wandered over. A few badgers wandered 
over. A few hedgehogs wandered over. 

“And an Interlocking Alliance? We have an Interlocking 
Alliance. Leader Zebra is the only one who can recognize the 
wisdom of Leader Lion’s vision. Leader Zebra is our good 
confederate. He has pledged his support and his Armed Forces to 
join ours in this noble cause to uproot an Underground Wild 
Animal Nation. He has pledged his support to crush the foe. He 
has pledged his support to rid the land of that hump of Leader 
Camel and his IEDs.” 

A few aardvarks wandered over. 

“And did Leader Lion ask for a skirmish? Did he? Need I 
remind you that Leader Yak attacked us. Have we already 
forgotten our poor innocent birds who perished in AAAA? And 
our brave gorillas and monkeys who made the Ultimate 
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Commitment to help save those from the flames that Leader Yak 
started? May the Supreme King damn to the Underground any 
wild animal in this Wild Animal Nation who would dare to forget 
those birds and gorillas and monkeys. Yes, I say, those wild 
animals have joined the fangs of the Undergrounder.” 

A few otters wandered over. 

“But Leader Lion will always avoid a skirmish unless 
absolutely necessary. You all know that. He is the King of the 
Jungle! He is the King of a Benevolent Jungle! He is great. He is 
good. He has nothing but goodwill for all of us.” 

From Mr. Hippopotamus’s private pond in the Hippopotamus 
Area, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus watched Mr. Baboon yowl 
on. 

“He’s good,” Mr. Fox remarked. 

“Oh, that he is,” Mr. Hippopotamus said, munching on another 
mouthful of special-delivery exotic aquatic plants. 


+ FF 


Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy Shelter Advisor Mr. 
Coyote resigned. 

He paced the Panther Area denouncing Leader Lion and Mr. 
Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus for their trumped-up case against 
Leader Camel. He railed against their obsession with the hump of 
Leader Camel. He howled that he had tried and tried and tried to 
convince them that the horns of Leader Yak were the true concern. 
If they had listened, if they had all listened, he declared, staring 
straight into Ms. Panther’s eyes, then we could have possibly 
prevented AAAA from ever happening. 

Ms. Panther licked the fur on her forearm and thought with a 
certain relief that at least she would no longer have to listen to his 
bitter howling and could turn her full attention to Leader Lion’s 
noble quest to spread Wild Animal Values across the land. 


+e tH Ft 
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The headline in The Wild Washington Observer announced: 
Mr. Coyote Resigns. 

After interviewing Mr. Coyote, Mr. Bat wrote a lengthy article 
spelling out Mr. Coyote’s reasons for his resignation, disclosing 
that he knew all along that Leader Yak and his horns were the 
principal point of concern but that Leader Lion and his Top 
Advisors would not take his claims as seriously as he himself took 
them. 

The wild animals were shocked that Mr. Coyote had resigned 
and even more shocked to discover that he had been trying to 
persuade Leader Lion and his Top Advisors that Leader Yak was 
the one who all along had been planning to attack the Aviary Area. 
Mr. and Mrs. Stork, who had lost their little stork in AAAA, read 
through this article with heightened misgivings. 


+ Hh 


Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“And just who is this Wild Animal Nation Washington Deputy 
Shelter Advisor Mr. Coyote? Some wild animal that claims he knew 
that Leader Yak was planning to attack us? I ask you ... lask you, 
seriously, and seriously you must ask yourselves, ‘Do you really, 
honestly think that Leader Lion, with all his heavy responsibilities 
and his insight and his wisdom, would have done nothing had he 
even had a mere whiff of suspicion that Leader Yak was about to 
attack us? That he would have done nothing?’” 

Mr. Baboon furrowed his thick brow and thumped his thick 
tail. His buttocks turned a bright red. 

“Of course not! Of course not! What wild animal, any wild 
animal, least of all our great and magnificent Leader Lion, would 
have done nothing had this information been known? It makes no 
sense. No sense at all. 

“Mr. Coyote makes all these claims after the fact. Well, my 
friends, even I can make claims after the fact to look good. We all 
can do that. It doesn’t take much wild animal sense to do that.” 


A few beavers were beating the ground with their flat tails. 

“Mr. Coyote, I have come to learn, is simply a disgruntled 
creature because he had hoped to be the Shelter Advisor himself 
and not merely the Deputy Shelter Advisor. No, Mr. Coyote had 
been displeased when he had been passed over for this position. 
He did not like the fact that Ms. Panther, who is one of the most 
loyal and most trusted of Leader Lion’s Top Advisors, had earned 
that position herself. Does Mr. Coyote not like panthers? Is that the 
true reason behind these utterly outrageous and inconceivable 
claims that he’s making against our great and magnificent Leader 
Lion? Could that be it? 

“In this time of uncertainty and trouble, does it make sense to 
let all those other wild animals who harbor aggressive attitudes 
against us learn about these stupid howls of a disgruntled worker 
for this great Wild Animal Nation? 

“It is wrong, my friends, simply wrong and works against 
every single one of our Wild Animal Values. I lower my head in 
shame at Mr. Coyote. If he does not support our noble cause to 
spread our Wild Animal Values across the land, then he should just 
move into the Outside World. Because that is where, my friends, 
that is where he belongs.” 


+ 


While Mr. Bat was writing his editorial for the next edition of 
The Wild Washington Observer, Deputy Ambassador Mr. Emu 
approached the Bat Area and requested an interview. 

Mr. Bat was all too eager to get more official insight into the 
workings of Leader Lion’s closed-gate meetings and here before 
him was the actual Deputy Ambassador himself. 

“I have some information,” Mr. Emu said, “which I feel it is my 
professional duty as Deputy Ambassador as well as my own code 
of conscience to impart to all the wild animals of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington.” 

Mr. Bat folded his wings slowly and pricked up his pointy, 
echolating ears. If what Mr. Emu had to say was of any value, Mr. 


Bat thought, then he would have to order another one hundred 
copies of the morning edition to be printed. 


% ob ob ob 


While Mr. Emu was talking to Mr. Bat, Mr. White Tiger paced 
along the various walkways, deep in thought over the rhetorical 
manipulation of Leader Lion’s recent speech and this impending 
skirmish with Leader Camel, until he reached the front gate to look 
at the list of Wild Animal Values. He read the new words painted 
under Number 5 and knew that Leader Lion had not mentioned 
that in his talk to the wild animals. 

He’s changing more and more Wild Animal Values at his whim, 
using the power of Leadership Decision. Deep in his fangs and 
lodged in his claws, he knew that Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus 
and that nincompoop Mr. Vulture were behind all this. 

Although he had expressed his concerns earlier to both Mr. 
Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon, they both explained patiently that 
their constituents weren’t concerned about those Leadership 
Decisions to add more words to the preexisting values, especially 
after AAAA. The wild animals were consumed with fear of more 
attacks and more skirmishes, not Leader Lion’s reassurance that he 
had was merely making the list more good. 

Mr. White Tiger glanced once again at the list and then paced 
back down a path, deeper in thought over the rhetorical 
manipulation of Leader Lion and much deeper in thought over this 
erosion of the basic values that formed the foundation of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. He needed to do something. 
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The headline in The Wild Washington Observer announced: 
Mr. Emu Claims Leader Camel Did Not Try To Get Dynamite. 

As Mr. Bat anticipated, those extra one hundred copies of the 
morning edition sold out within minutes. 


Chapter 11 


Needless to say, there was an immediate emergency closed-gate 
meeting with Leader Lion and his Top Advisors within minutes of 
The Wild Washington Observer hitting the stands. Mr. Mole was also 
asked to attend this meeting. 

Leader Lion was so angry that he couldn’t even pace the Lion 
Area, as he usually did when troubled or angry or mulling over 
issues. He merely sat there, his ears twitching and his bright 
yellow eyes staring, as Mr. Hippopotamus, Mr. Fox, Mr. Mole, Ms. 
Panther, Mr. Ostrich, Mr. Vulture, Mr. Bear, and Mr. Wolf filed into 
the Lion Area. 

No one said a word because the tension was so thick in the air 
that you could have scratched it with a claw. 

Finally, twitching his ears once more and blinking his eyes, 
Leader Lion growled, in a deep timbre, “Mr. Mole, you assured me 
that Leader Camel was indeed trying to get his hooves on 
dynamite.” 

Glancing at Mr. Fox, Mr. Mole blinked his tiny eyes rapidly and 
started tapping his front feet digging claws together as he faced 
Leader Lion’s wrath. 

“Well, Mr. Mole?” Leader Lion said. 

“Leader Lion, from all the buzzes of information that I could 
gather it did seem that Leader Camel was trying to get dynamite.” 

“If that’s the case,” Leader Lion growled, shaking the morning 
edition of The Wild Washington Observer in his paw, “then why did 
Mr. Emu say what he said?” 

“L... [can’t say for sure, Leader Lion.” 


“You can’t say for sure, Mr. Mole? Is that your answer?” 

Mr. Mole simply tapped his front feet digging claws together. 

“What is going on here?” Leader Lion roared. “I thought every 
single paragraph, every single line, every single word that I spoke 
was carefully gone over for detail and for maximum effect.” 

“And it was, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox assured him. 

“Apparently not, Mr. Fox,” Leader Lion grumbled. 

Mr. Fox snapped his sharp teeth shut before he said something 
he might regret. 

Mr. Bear actually raised his shaggy paw, as though he were a 
mere cub, to be recognized. 

“Yes, Mr. Bear?” 

Mr. Bear began in a quiet voice. “I did have some doubts about 
that claim, Leader Lion, but with all due respect, Mr. Mole did have 
some rather disturbing buzzes of information about Leader 
Camel’s intentions. Not solid buzzes of information, but disturbing 
buzzes.” 

“Disturbing buzzes aren’t good enough, Mr. Bear, Mr. Mole. 
When I stand before the entire Wild Animal Nation Washington, I 
cannot report just disturbing buzzes of information, especially one 
of such consequence.” 

Mr. Bear nodded his shaggy head while Mr. Mole continued to 
tap his front digging claws together. 

Mr. Hippopotamus asked to be recognized. “What we must do 
for now is to handle this situation with delicacy. From now on, we 
will check and double check and triple check every official 
statement made before the wild animals. Let’s make that our 
pledge from now on.” 

All the Top Advisors nodded their heads. 

“What is done is done,” Mr. Hippopotamus went on. “Let’s not 
waste our time with what is done. We need to address what will 
now happen. We need to devise a strategy for this inconsequential 
bit of news.” 

“But how could Mr. Emu make such a claim?” Leader Lion 
asked. 

“Well, Leader Lion,” Mr. Mole explained, “Mr. Emu is Deputy 
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Ambassador, so he speaks and discusses issues with other Deputy 
Ambassadors. Obviously, he must have discussed this matter with 
one of Leader Camel’s ambassadors or Leader Mongoose’s.” 

“How could he not discuss this with me?” 

“With all due respect, Leader Lion, with all that you must do to 
keep our Wild Animal Nation safe, I assume that Mr. Emu did not 
wish to bother you with any information he did not deem 
important. There are all types of crazy talk going on. Rumors and 
gossip. The typical display of posturing of power from those 
without power.” 

Leader Lion blinked his eyes. 

“This article does not bode well,” Leader Lion declared. “Not 
well at all.” 

Mr. Mole did not say anything. 

“Has any of Mr. Emu’s kind ever been domesticated?” Mr. 
Vulture asked. 

“Oh, for the Supreme King, Mr. Vulture,” Mr. Bear sighed, “I 
don’t think that matters.” 

“Well,” Mr. Vulture squawked, “I do think it matters. 
Domestication is an abomination. That might explain why Mr. 
Emu is saying the things he’s saying.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Vulture,” Mr. Hippopotamus said, “that is an 
important consideration, but for now I think we need to return to 
this news article.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings once and held his bald head in 
high indignation. 

Mr. Hippopotamus continued. “We won’t know exactly how 
this news article will really play itself out with the wild animals. 
Not yet. Remember Mr. Kangaroo’s and Ms. Gazelle’s resignation? 
There was hardly a ripple through the wild animals. Even Mr. 
Coyote’s resignation did not cause undue trouble. Oh, yes, he did 
stir up a bit of talk, but I never thought the wild animals would be 
persuaded by his wretched argument. He might appeal to a few 
disgruntled wild animals, but they don’t matter. What matters is 
that we maintain control of what the majority of the wild animals 
think. That’s the focus.” 
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“So we do nothing?” Leader Lion asked. “Nothing at all?” 

“Oh, no, no,” Mr. Hippopotamus answered. “As I said, what is 
done is done. We wait. We watch. Even if we need to address this 
issue, and I don’t think we'll really have to, or at least we won’t 
have to address it until it no longer matters, then we have to make 
it clear, even though the buzzes were not solid but merely 
disturbing, that you still considered it important to let the wild 
animals know about everything that we and our Inter-Information 
agency had discovered. We make it clear that you consider all 
information that might have dire consequences that you could not 
ignore it. That you could not ignore any information to protect and 
to preserve this great Wild Animal Nation.” 

Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. 

“Let us not lose sight of the main goal. That is all that matters. 
How we get there is inconsequential. And this misplaced 
conscience of Mr. Emu need not concern us.” 

The Top Advisors mumbled among themselves for a moment. 

“For now,” Leader Lion said, standing up, “there will be no 
comment. We say nothing, as Mr. Hippopotamus says. Nothing.” 

And with that remark, the emergency closed-gate meeting was 
adjourned. 

Leader Lion watched all this Top Advisors, except for Mr. Fox 
and Mr. Hippopotamus, file out of the Lion Area. 

Once they were gone, Leader Lion turned to his two trusted 
counselors. “Now, what are really going to do?” 

Furtively, Mr. Fox glanced at Mr. Hippopotamus. 

Mr. Hippopotamus said coldly, “We discredit him.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said with a smile, “we discredit 
him and we create distraction.” 

“That's right,” Mr. Hippopotamus agreed. “We discredit him 
and we create a little distraction and commotion.” 

“Distraction and commotion,” Leader Lion growled. 

“All for the good of Wild Animal Nation Washington,” Mr. 
Hippopotamus pronounced. 
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The following morning, Mr. Rhinoceros raised the Code of Alert 
to the highest level: Active Alert. 

Falcons hovered. Eagles soared. Rattlesnakes rattled. 
Orangutans marched. Snapping turtles snapped. Hyenas cackled. 
Bobcats snarled. 

Bright and early, Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, 
and started to yowl. 

The usual gathering of wild animals leaped and strutted and 
waddled and wobbled over to listen to Mr. Baboon. Mr. Bat, who 
thought he was an utter idiot, still flew over to listen to his 
harangue because he had to know what all the wild animals were 
thinking and debating. 

“My friends, my good wild animals, does this Mr. Emu think 
he knows more than Leader Lion? Does he? As a mere Deputy 
Ambassador, does he think he has access to buzzes of information 
that he and his Top Advisors have? Of course not. 

“Does he wish he had this type of access? Of course he does. I 
have it from good sources that Mr. Emu has been frustrated that he 
had not been invited to more meetings with Leader Lion. I have it 
from good sources that he thought /ie should have been the 
Ambassador for this great Wild Animal Nation Washington instead 
of our good, patient, and well-informed Mr. Panda. 

“And why should he be frustrated? Is not being a Deputy 
Ambassador good enough? What? What next? Does he want to be 
a leader too? Is that it? Is Mr. Emu so ambitious and so starved for 
power that he would say anything to peck his way to the top? 

“Well, my good wild animals, that is not the way. That is not 
the way at all. 

“Leader Lion is working hard for us night and day and day and 
night to keep us protected, to keep us preserved, to make us the 
greatest Wild Animal Nation in the land. 

“Need I remind you that Leader Yak attacked us? Need I 
remind you that Leader Camel attacked the Baltimore Aquarium? 
Need I? Both Leader Yak and Leader Camel harbor aggressive 
attitudes. We all know this. We all read the newspaper. We all 
know this to be a fact. 
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“And while our great and magnificent leader is working to do 
everything for us, some low-level administrator dares to challenge 
Leader Lion! Do you honestly think that Leader Lion can reveal all 
the plans and counsel he receives to every wild animal in the land? 
Who does that help? I ask you again, Who does that help? 

“Tt helps the foe. It helps the Underground foe. 

“Mr. Emu, with his unfounded assertions, is actually helping all 
the leaders of all the Wild Animal Nations who harbor aggressive 
attitudes. Mr Emu is not helping us, my good wild animals, no, no, 
he is helping the foes of this great Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

“Does he not reap the goodwill of all that Leader Lion does? 
Does he not benefit from a Benevolent Jungle? Does he not share 
our same Wild Animal Values? 

“IT say that again. Does he not share our same Wild Animal 
Values? You must think about that. And I think we all know that 
Mr. Emu and his kind are easily tamed. Yes! Easily tamed. And 
what does that result in, my good wild animals? The result is 
domestication. Oh yes, now we something interesting emerging. 
Domestication. Perhaps Mr. Emu wishes to be domesticated so he 
can live in the Outside World. Is that what he wants? Does he wish 
to turn his feathers on his true wild animal nature? That disgusts 
me. Disgusts me, my good wild animals. 

“We are wild! We are wild animals! And we do not want 
domestication in this great Wild Animal Nation of ours. What? 
Should we change our name. Should we become known as the 
Domesticated Wild Animal Nation Washington? Is that what he 
hopes for? Well, that won’t happen. Not as long as we have Leader 
Lion as our great and magnificent leader. 

“Perhaps he and Mrs. Emu secretly long for the deceptive 
comforts of the Outside World. Perhaps he and Mrs. Emu want to 
leave this great good Wild Animal Nation Washington. Perhaps he 
think he knows what's in that hump of Leader Camel! Does he? 
Perhaps Mrs. Emu’s work as an Undergate Operative lets him 
know about that hump. Perhaps it is not to help us but to help 
them escape into a life of domestication in the Outside World.” 

And Mr. Baboon yowled on and on. 


Mr. Bat’s pointy ears pricked up at that revelation of Mrs. Emu 
working as an Undergate Operative. Is that true? If that’s true, then 
Mr. Baboon has clearly stepped well beyond the boundary of 
ethical behavior. 

Mr. Bat patiently waited until Mr. Baboon stopped yowling. 

As the gathering dispersed and as Mr. Baboon was dragging his 
crate back the Baboon Area, Mr. Bat approached him. 

“Mr. Baboon?” Mr. Bat said. 

Mr. Baboon furrowed his brow. “What do you want?” 

“Is it true that Mrs. Emu is an Undergate Operative?” 

Mr. Baboon furrowed his brow further. “Yes.” 

“How do you know that? Isn’t the identity of all Undergate 
Operatives supposed to be held secret within the Inter-Information 
agency?” 

“Well,” Mr. Baboon, “I guess not all of them are.” 

“But how do you know this?” Mr. Bat persisted. 

“T just know,” Mr. Baboon responded, filling with his chest with 
a puff of pride. “I know that from certain sources close to Leader 
Lion’s Top Advisors.” 

“Which Top Advisors?” 

Mr. Baboon’s close-set eyes seemed to move closer together. “T 
guess that’s my little secret, isn’t it now?” 

Mr. Bat felt those words echolating through his entire little 
body as he thought that he would have to issue an order for extra 
copies of tomorrow’s edition. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mrs. Emu Works As Undergate Operative. 

Mr. Bat hung from a branch and watched all the copies of his 
newspaper disappear from the racks. 


+ FF 


When Mr. White Tiger read that morning’s newspaper, he 


couldn't believe that Mr. Baboon had revealed the identity of an 
Undergate Operative. What is that idiotic, stupid, foolish creature 
doing? That’s against all regulations of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Inter-Information. Doesn’t he realize that he’s putting 
Mrs. Emu’s very life at risk? Not to say all the other Undergate 
Operatives that she works with? 

He ripped the newspaper into shreds, threw it into a trash 
receptacle, and wondered what in the land he could do to stop all 
this nonsense. Is there not one single wild animal who can stand 
up against these dangerous fools? 


When Ms. Chameleon read the article, she changed from green 
to brown to gray back to green with each paragraph. She hurried 
over to the Tortoise Area. 

“Have you read this?” she asked. 

Mr. Tortoise extended his head far from his shell. “Yes, yes, I’m 
afraid I have.” 

“This is against all regulations, do you know that?” 

“Yes, my dear Ms. Chameleon, | am aware.” 

“That dumb Mr. Baboon has just put Mrs. Emu’s life at risk. 
Does he know that? Does he know that as he yowls that ... that 
propaganda?” 

“Ah, my dear, I don’t think Mr. Baboon knows his buttocks 
from his elbow. They got to him. They got to him early.” 

“Well, we need to do something,” Ms. Chameleon shrieked, 
turning a vivid green. 

“And we will,” Mr. Tortoise said, “we will. We cannot stand 
silent on this one.” 
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In the Lion Area, Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus 
were discussing that morning’s edition of The Wild Washington 
Observer. 


“A little distraction and commotion,” Mr. Fox chortled. “Just 
the right touch.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. 

Then Advocate Mr. Bison tramped into the Lion Area. 

“Yes, Mr. Bison?” Leader Lion said. 

What now? Mr. Fox thought as he slitted his eyes. Mr. 
Hippopotamus let his tusky grin slip into a tusky grim expression. 
He knew too that Mr. Bison could be nothing but trouble. 

“I have a matter of utmost concern,” Mr. Bison began in his 
usual brusque manner, shaking his heavy head and his straggly 
beard. 

“And what matter of utmost concern might that be?” Mr. Fox 
snarled. 

“Tam here as the advocate for Mr. and Mrs. Stork,” he 
announced. 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes and looked from Mr. Fox 
to Mr. Hippopotamus. 

“T have been engaged as their advocate to urge you, Leader 
Lion, to form a Probe Panel to investigate the time period leading 
up to AAAA.” 

“What?” Mr. Fox barked. 

“A Probe Panel?” Mr. Hippopotamus bellowed. 

Mr. Bison shook his heavy head and pawed the ground with 
one hoof, clearly relishing this moment. “Yes, a Probe Panel. Mr. 
and Mrs. Stork, need I say, lost their one little stork in AAAA. They 
were plunged into grief for weeks over the little one’s death. Can 
you imagine, Leader Lion, how you would have felt if you had lost 
one of your little cubs in that attack? An innocent little stork killed 
for no reason.” 

Mr. Bison shook his straggly beard. Mr. Fox clamped his sharp 
teeth tight together. 

“As you must know, Leader Lion, many of your wild animals 
as well as Mr. and Mrs. Stork have been talking to the other wild 
birds who survived that attack about what protection and 
preservation had been in place before those pelicans flew into the 
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nets. They all read The Wild Washington Observer and they all paid 
particular attention to the now-resigned Mr. Coyote about how he 
had been pressing for your Top Advisors to pay attention to 
Leader Yak when, apparently, your Top Advisors had all their 
attention on Leader Camel.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus’s tusky grim expression turned more grim. 

Leader Lion sat on his haunches and twitched his ears. 

“As you know and as you say, Leader Lion, Wild Animal 
Nation Washington has the greatest Armed Forces of all Wild 
Animal Nations in the land. As you know and as you say, Leader 
Lion, Wild Animal Nation Washington has a superb Inter- 
Information agency and a superb Office of Inquiry. As you know 
and as you say, Leader Lion, Wild Animal Nation Washington has 
the bravest and most courageous gorillas and monkeys in the 
land.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. 

“Well,” Mr. Bison went on, pawing the ground with his other 
hoof, “Mr. and Mrs. Stork and the other birds simply want to know 
how this great Wild Animal Nation with all its great resources 
could not have known something before this tragic event occurred. 
Need I say, Leader Lion and Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus, 
flocks and flocks of wild birds died that day. Innocent birds who 
were simply going about their business, singing and feeding and 
nesting. Nesting their precious eggs to keep them warm so more 
beautiful little birds could enter into this great Wild Animal 
Nation. Their loved ones just want to know how AAAA could 
have possibly happened. And they want me to urge you, Leader 
Lion, to form a Probe Panel to answer their so-far unanswered 
questions.” 

Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus all just stared at 
Mr. Bison. 

After a long moment, Mr. Hippopotamus finally said, “Well, we 
need ... we need to discuss how to form this ... this Probe Panel, 
Mr. Bison.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Bison replied, “I thought you would need a little 
time to discuss it. I’m going now to report to Mr. and Mrs. Stork, 
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and you can find me in the Bison Area after you have your 
discussion.” 

Mr. Bison pawed the ground with one hoof once more, shook 
his heavy head and his stragely beard, and tramped out of the 
Lion Area. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Bison Urges Leader Lion To Form Probe Panel 
Into AAAA. 

Needless to say, Mr. Bat hung once again from a nearby branch 
to watch the morning edition fly from the racks. Although he hated 
to admit it to himself, Leader Lion and his Top Advisors were 
certainly good business. His advertising accounts has tripled in the 
past few weeks. 


+ FF 


Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus had barely 
recovered from Mr. Bison’s visit when Advocate Mr. Owl flew into 
the Lion Area the following morning. 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes and twitched his ears. 
“Yes, Mr. Owl?” 

Oh, for the love of the Supreme King, Mr. Fox thought with 
increasing dismay. This one’s worse than Mr. Bison and I just can’t 
stand those eyes of his. 

Mr. Owl settled his feathers and fixed his dark eyes, circled by 
disks of radiating feathers, directly upon Leader Lion as though 
Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus weren’t even in the Lion Area. 

Leader Lion blinked his eyes in response. 

“Tt has come to my attention,” Mr. Owl began in that sonorous 
voice of his, “through an intermediary for the llamas who are 
being ‘protected’ by the gorillas from any senseless, vicious attack 
upon them, for which I commend your wise decision in doing so, 
Leader Lion, but that the yaks and the camels of this Wild Animal 
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Nation are being caged, not ‘protected.’ Why has that happened? 
Why have our yaks and camels been caged? 

“There is also the issue, which I must add, following my last 
statement, that the sole surviving pelican of that unfortunate attack 
by those bloodthirsty wolves is still being held in ‘protective 
custody,’ which I might intimate, is a rather polite phrase for also 
being caged. What has this pelican to do with anything? Why can 
he not return to the Pelican Area? Surely now the wolves involved 
can no longer harm him. And the gorillas can certainly provide 
sufficient protection, would you not agree? 

“And the wolves. Well, that is another matter altogether but 
another matter altogether that must also be addressed, even 
though they are rather despicable creatures for that vicious attack, 
but they are still wild animals of this Wild Animal Nation, are they 
not? What has been done to address their crime? Surely not all 
those wolves were responsible for the deaths of the pelicans. Some 
were probably, if I may suggest, just howling their cohorts on. 
Well, just howling in itself is not as criminal as the actual attack 
itself, would you not agree? Howling alone cannot justify 
indefinite caging. 

“And as for indefinite caging, I need to raise another issue, a 
more troublesome issue, of course, involving that cheetah and 
leopard. For all my years, I cannot quite swivel my head around 
that strange practice of inter-species consorting, but, as old as Iam, 
and as much as [ have seen, I am fully aware that such practices 
occur. After all, as we all know and as you yourself know, Leader 
Lion, there is a standard practice of inter-species consorting that 
occurs in the Outside World among cats and dogs, not that Iam 
promoting such a practice, but merely pointing out that it does 
indeed occur. However, I hardly think that caging the two of them 
for something that does no harm in and of itself can justify 
indefinite caging. They can change their ways, I suppose, in time, 
but it’s the issue of caging. That’s the issue. 

“And that brings me to my final issue of the caging of those 
captured pelicans and yaks from Wild Animal Nation Atlanta. 
Now I know, of course, as deeply as you yourself must know, 


Leader Lion, that they are foes of our Wild Animal Nation and 
must be watched carefully, but what are the conditions of their 
caging? No one seems to know. And there was established at the 
first Inter-Wild Animal Nations League conference certain 
regulations that involve the condition of captured foes. Are we 
following those conditions?” 

Mr. Owl paused and swiveled his head from right to left but 
returned his direct gaze upon Leader Lion. 

“With all due respect, Leader Lion,” Mr. Owl went on, 
snapping his beak, “the entire issue of caging in the greatest Wild 
Animal Nation in the land must be examined ever since we, since 
The Day of the Great Takeover, abandoned the practice of caging. 
In fact, we eliminated cages altogether in our release from 
oppression. And, yes, I know, of course, that AAAA has changed 
the land, but we, as the leading Wild Animal Nation, must set 
certain standards. 

“As I speak, we have in cages all our yaks, all our camels, one 
pelican, one leopard, one cheetah, and a pack of wolves. Not to say 
that we also have in cages the captured yaks and pelicans of Wild 
Animal Nation Atlanta. That seems to be quite a few caged wild 
animals, would you not agree, Leader Lion?” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes, twitched his ears, sat still. 

“As I said, when I first flew in here, an intermediary for the 
llamas has expressed concern about the practice of caging. We 
would like a Probe Panel formed to dig into this issue, and I have 
been asked to urge its creation. Do not these caged animals share 
the same Wild Animal Values that you and I and Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus share? As you must know, Leader Lion, our Wild 
Animal Values are what make us great. As you say, Leader Lion, 
you want to spread these same good Wild Animal Values across 
the land. Do you not think, with all due respect, that we should 
celebrate these Wild Animal Values in our own Wild Animal 
Nation? Do we wish to become known as a Wild Animal Nation of 
Cages?” 

Mr. Owl blinked his dark eyes. 

“IT must urge you to form a Probe Panel into cages.” 


Leader Lion, Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus said nothing. 
Mr. Owl flapped his wings and flew from the Lion Area. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Owl Urges Leader Lion To Form Probe Panel 
Into Caged Wild Animals. 

Mr. White Tiger was one of the first to buy that morning’s 
edition of the newspaper because he, of course, was the 
intermediary for the llamas and had hired Mr. Owl to represent the 
llamas. He decided that he had to do something to check Leader 
Lion and his Top Advisors’ headlong and unfounded pursuit of 
Leader Camel into a skirmish. Although he did not consider 
Leader Camel a model leader of wild animals, he did not think 
that moving against him at this time was in any way warranted. 
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Finally, Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon stepped into the Lion 
Area to speak to Leader Lion. 

Mr. Tortoise’s head was half-tucked into his shell. Ms. 
Chameleon was a vivid green. 

“What do I owe this pleasure to?” Leader Lion said with a 
broad smile. 

Mr. Tortoise poked his head out of his shell a bit more and 
glanced at Ms. Chameleon. 

Leader Lion glanced from one to the other. 

Ms. Chameleon changed to a deep brown. “Leader Lion, we 
wish to talk to you about Mrs. Emu.” 

Uh-oh, Leader Lion thought and wished, suddenly, that Mr. Fox 
and Mr. Hippopotamus were there with him. 

“Yes?” Leader Lion said. “What about Mrs. Emu?” 

“We talked to Mr. Mole,” Ms. Chameleon said, “and he did 
indeed confirm that she is an Undergate Operative in Wild Animal 
Nation Baltimore.” 
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“Yes?” 

“Leader Lion, with all due respect, Mr. Baboon yowled this 
information all over Wild Animal Nation Washington the other 
day.” 

“I have nothing to do with that Baboon’s yowling,” Leader 
Lion said. “He can yowl and elephants can trumpet and prairie 
dogs can squeak.” 

Ms. Chameleon turned gray. “Leader Lion, it is against Major 
Regulations of Wild Animal Nation Washington Inter-Information 
to reveal the identity of an Undergate Operative. With that single 
yowl, Mr. Baboon put Mrs. Emu’s life in immediate danger. It took 
all Mr. Mole’s attention to get her safely out of Wild Animal Nation 
Baltimore in the dead of night. He also had to remove five, I 
repeat, five other Undergate Operatives as well as all their contacts 
out of that Wild Animal Nation.” 

Leader Lion stared at this color-changing creature with 
contempt. 

“Mr. Baboon put all the Undergate Operatives in danger. They 
could have been caged, they could have been maimed, they could 
have been killed! All because of Mr. Baboon’s single yowl! He 
broke a Major Regulation.” 

“And what do I have to do with this?” Leader Lion asked. 

Mr. Tortoise poked his head out as far from his shell as he 
could. “With all due respect, Leader Lion, you need to find out 
how Mr. Baboon got this information. In The Wild Washington 
Observer, he said he received this buzz of information from one of 
your Top Advisors. All the wild animals are talking about it. If one 
of your Top Advisors or one of their deputies or one of their 
deputies’ deputies informed Mr. Baboon of Mrs. Emu’s status as an 
Undergate Operative, then that wild animal must be prosecuted to 
the full extent of Major Regulations under the Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Inter-Information.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. 

“And Mr. Baboon himself,” Ms. Chameleon put in, “must also 
be tried.” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. 
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“With that single puffed-up yow1 of his,” Mr. Tortoise said, 
“Mr. Baboon has compromised one of the most important 
Undergate Operations that we had formed in Wild Animal Nation 
Baltimore. How are we supposed to monitor Leader Camel now?” 

“Oh, well ... heh-heh,” Leader Lion said, “I suppose that 
monitoring is no longer needed.” 

Ms. Chameleon turned back to a vivid green. Mr. Tortoise tried 
to poke his head out farther from his shell. 

“Whether or not Leader Camel still needs constant monitoring 
is not the point,” Ms. Chameleon declared. “The point, Leader 
Lion, is that he broke a Major Regulation. And we and my 
constituents want to know who let this buzz of information fly into 
Mr. Baboon’s ear.” 

Leader Lion stood up and paced a few times around the Lion 
Area. 

“Okay,” he said, “I will look into it.” 

“T hope you do,” Ms. Chameleon uttered, turning to a dark 
gray. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Tortoise And Ms. Chameleon Demand Source Of 
Mrs. Emu’s Exposure. 

Reading that morning’s edition, one beaver exclaimed, “Oh, for 
the Supreme King’s sake, what does it matter when we’re about to 
move against Leader Camel.” 

“Well,” one otter replied, “I think it does matter. Do you think 
Mr. Baboon can just yowl any old thing when Wild Animal Nation 
Washington protection and preservation are involved?” 

The beaver flapped his tail against the ground. “That ... that Ms. 
Chameleon just wants to stir up trouble for Leader Lion when he 
needs to move against Leader Camel. Now that's a more important 
issue of protection and preservation.” 

The beaver and the otter continued to squabble over Mr. 
Baboon’s yowl. 


Soon, all the wild animals began to squabble over Mr. Baboon’s 
yowl and then over Mr. Kangaroo’s resignation and Ms. Gazelle’s 
resignation and Mr. Coyote’s resignation and the rejection of the 
Inter-Wild Animal Nations League and Mr. Emu’s claim that 
Leader Camel did not try to get dynamite and Mr. Bison’s Probe 
Panel into AAAA and Mr. Owl’s Probe Panel into caging. 

Mr. Hippopotamus lifted his huge gray head from his private 
pond to watch all this squabbling going on. He settled back into 
his nice warm water, munched on some exotic aquatic plants, and 
grinned his tusky grin. 


Chapter 12 


Soon after Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon’s visit to Leader 
Lion, he and Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had a closed-gate 
meeting one morning to discuss how best to maintain control over 
all these sudden outbreaks of discord that could possibly thwart 
their plans. 

Afterwards, Leader Lion called all this Top Advisors for an 
emergency closed-gated meeting to explain what had to be done. 

All the wild animals nodded their heads in vigorous 
agreement, although Mr. Bear sat rather quietly through all the 
discussions, debates, strategies, and schemes. He had not been 
pleased with his mission and his role at the Inter-Wild Animal 
Nations League since he had started to have serious and 
considerable doubts about this impending skirmish with Leader 
Camel. However, he sat quietly and didn’t raise any objections. 
The topic of Mr. Baboon’s yowl didn’t come up at all, and he 
wondered what Leader Lion was planning to do to address that 
singular, incredibly stupid yowl. 

As the emergency closed-gate meeting drew to a close, Mr. Fox 
repeated his usual admonition: “Remember, no buzzes. No 
buzzes!” 

Mr. Hippopotamus added his usual admonition: “We must 
always keep our eye on the main goal. The main goal! For the 
good of Wild Animal Nation Washington!” 

As the Top Advisors filed out of the Lion Area, Mr. Fox 
whispered to Mr. Hippopotamus, “Today will be our own 
miniature Stun and Startle campaign on the wild animals.” 
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Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. “Remember, nothing 
matters if we lose. Our best defense is a good offense.” 


+ 


Once again, in the dead of night, Mr. Vulture, who now rather 
fancied himself as an excellent calligrapher, flapped his way with 
his bucket of black paint and his paintbrush to the list of Wild 
Animal Values to add additional words. Once he was finished, he 
dipped his bald head up and down at his handiwork and flapped 
his way back down the path. 


% ob ob FF 


That morning the marmoset took his usual morning 
constitutional up to the front gate. He paused before the list of 
Wild Animal Values, proud that his Wild Animal Nation did 
indeed have such a list. 

Once again, though, he was surprised to see more words added 
and couldn’t recall when Leader Lion had mentioned that. 


1. All Wild Animals Shall Have A Clean Area Unless A 
Skirmish Has Been Declared 


Hmmm, the marmoset thought. Even his own Marmoset Area 
had been getting a bit untidy, but he considered that Leader Lion 
would only add these additional words to make the list more 
good. And since we already had a skirmish with Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta and we were about to have a skirmish, it seemed, 
with Wild Animal Nation Baltimore, then Leader Lion must know 
what's he doing. 
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Mr. Rhinoceros changed the Code of Alert to Alert. Mr. Fox had 
pressed to have it raised to Active Alert, but Mr. Hippopotamus 
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persuaded him that a simple Alert would be sufficient. 

Captain Gorilla asked that his gorillas be more visible. 

General Rattlesnake instructed his rattlesnakes to rattle as 
loudly as they could on each quarter hour. 

General Eagle ordered his flacons and eagles to soar through 
the skies as often as possible. 

When the wild animals woke up that morning to all this 
sudden bustle of activity, they ventured out of their areas with 
dread and apprehension, glancing up at the skies at the numerous 
birds of prey, staring at the gorillas posted on the crosswalks and 
pathways, listening to the ominous resonant rattling of the 
rattlesnakes. 
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Mr. Parrot flew from area to area to announce various speeches 
that Leader Lion’s Top Advisors were going to be making all day 
long. He had never been so busy in his short career as Leader 
Lion’s Media Coordinator. 

Once, flying from the Beaver Area over to the Marmoset Area, 
all hurried and all flustered with all these announcements, Mr. 
Parrot dropped his palm pilot into the pond at the Polar Bear Area. 
Fortunately, his palm pilot had not been ruined by the cold water. 

As a polar bear was handing the palm pilot back to Mr. Parrot, 
Mr. Bat flew down next to him. 

Mr. Parrot almost dropped his palm pilot back into the pond. 
“What do you want?” 

“What do you think I want?” 

Mr. Parrot did not answer but turned his attention to his palm 
pilot to see which area he had to fly to next. 

“Why are all the Top Advisors speaking today?” Mr. Bat 
persisted. “What's going on?” 

Mr. Parrot flapped his wings with a dismissive shrug. 

“How’s the cockatiel?” Mr. Bat asked. 

Mr. Parrot shuddered. “Okay, okay, but you can’t print any of 
this until after Leader Lion speaks tomorrow morning.” 


“Off the record?” 

“Off the record.” 

“Okay,” Mr. Bat said. 
And Mr. Parrot told him. 
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Ms. Panther spoke at the Kangaroo Area. 

“Fellow wild animals, Leader Lion works each day and each 
night for your protection and preservation. I know personally, as 
your Wild Animal Nation Washington Shelter Advisor and meeting 
with Leader Lion every single day, that he has nothing more on his 
mind at this moment than what is the very best that he can do to 
ensure that your lives are protected and preserved. Let me say, that 
even on The Day of the Great Takeover, Leader Lion swiftly and 
decisively thwarted Leader Camel’s move against the Baltimore 
Aquarium. After AAAA, Leader Lion swiftly and decisively 
discovered the foe of Wild Animal Nation Washington and crushed 
Leader Yak. 

“Leader Lion did all that for you, fellow wild animals. All for 
you. But now Leader Lion faces a new challenge and a new threat 
against our great Wild Animal Nation.” 

Ms. Panther paused and gazed at the numerous kangaroos 
watching her. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Did he not move against Baltimore Aquarium on The Day of 
the Great Takeover? Did he not? It is an established and well- 
known fact that he did. No one—no one in any Wild Animal 
Nation in the land—can refute that reality. 

“Fellow wild animals, facts are facts and reality is reality. 
Leader Camel on his own and under his own direction moved 
against Baltimore Aquarium. What does that tell us about Leader 
Camel and that hump of his?” 
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Mr. Bear spoke at the Dolphin Area. 

“Fellow wild animals, Leader Lion works each day and each 
night for your protection and preservation. I know personally, as 
your head of Wild Animal Nation Washington Territory and 
meeting with Leader Lion every single day, that he has nothing 
more on his mind at this moment than what is the very best that he 
can do to ensure that your lives are protected and preserved. Let 
me say, that even on The Day of the Great Takeover, Leader Lion 
swiftly and decisively thwarted Leader Camel’s move against the 
Baltimore Aquarium. After AAAA, Leader Lion swiftly and 
decisively discovered the foe of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
and crushed Leader Yak. 

“Leader Lion did all that for you, fellow wild animals. All for 
you. But now Leader Lion faces a new challenge and a new threat 
against our great Wild Animal Nation.” 

Mr. Bear paused and gazed at the numerous dolphins watching 
him. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Does not Leader Camel harbor aggressive attitudes? Does he 
not? It is a well-established fact that when our Aviary Area was 
attacked that some of his wild animals actually cheered the 
destruction. Some of his wild animals cheered the deaths of so 
many of our wild birds. What does that tell you? How could any 
wild animal cheer the deaths of innocent wild birds who did 
nothing but sing happily for all of us. Why? Why could that be? 

“Aggressive attitudes, fellow wild animals. As shocking as that 
might seem, some wild animals harbor aggressive attitudes toward 
us because we have the greatest Wild Animal Nation in the land. 
These wild animals—and that included Leader Camel—want to 
destroy all the goodwill that Wild Animal Nation Washington 
represents. And we cannot let that happen. We cannot lower our 
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heads or our tails before this unprecedented movement of 
ageressive attitudes that will only increase and proliferate if 
nothing is done to check it. 

“We all know that Leader Yak also harbored aggressive 
attitudes and what became of that? I don’t need to tell you. You 
know. But Leader Camel actually voted against the skirmish with 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta. That is an established fact. Any of 
you can read the record for yourself. He voted against uprooting a 
Wild Animal Nation that clearly supported aggressive attitudes. If 
not checked, these aggressive attitudes will breed like cockroaches 
and infest each and every Wild Animal Nation in the land. 

“Fellow wild animals, we cannot let that happen. We must stop 
this pestilence of aggressive attitudes immediately. We must crush 
them. We must wipe them out. And we cannot let Leader Camel 
lead this movement against all the goodwill in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington.” 
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Mr. Ostrich spoke at the Warthog Area. 

“Fellow wild animals, Leader Lion works each day and each 
night for your protection and preservation. I know personally, as 
your head of Wild Animal Nation Washington Preservation and 
meeting with Leader Lion every single day, that he has nothing 
more on his mind at this moment than what is the very best that he 
can do to ensure that your lives are protected and preserved. Let 
me say, that even on The Day of the Great Takeover, Leader Lion 
swiftly and decisively thwarted Leader Camel’s move against the 
Baltimore Aquarium. After AAAA, Leader Lion swiftly and 
decisively discovered the foe of Wild Animal Nation Washington 
and crushed Leader Yak. 

“Leader Lion did all that for you, fellow wild animals. All for 
you. But now Leader Lion faces a new challenge and a new threat 
against our great Wild Animal Nation.” 

Mr. Ostrich paused and gazed at the numerous warthogs 
watching him. 


“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Do you know how strong Leader Camel’s Armed Forces are? 
Do you? Do you know how many orangutans and snapping turtles 
and eagles and hyenas and rattlesnakes and bobcats that he has? 
Many. I repeat, fellow wild animals, many many many. Why? Why 
does he have so many wild animals ready at a moment’s notice for 
his so-called defense of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore? 

“T can’t give you an answer to that because I don’t know what’s 
hidden in that hump of his. But I can say that no leader of any 
Wild Animal Nation in the land needs so many Armed Forces to 
protect and preserve their perimeters. No, no leader needs so many 
wild animals at this command for the peaceful protection of his 
Wild Animal Nation. 

“Think about that, fellow wild animals. Just think about that. 
Why does Leader Camel have so many Armed Forces?” 
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Mr. Wolf spoke at the Jackal Area. 

He repeated the same introduction as Ms. Panther, Mr. Bear, 
and Mr. Ostrich, since Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus had 
instructed him to do so. Repetition—that was one key to regain 
control and momentum and movement. Each and every Top 
Advisor had been ordered to emphasize the decisive, resolute, and 
steadfast character of Leader Lion in his action to thwart Leader 
Camel’s move against the Baltimore Aquarium on The Day of the 
Great Takeover and his swift crushing of Leader Yak after AAAA. 

Each Top Advisor also had one message, and one message 
alone, to stress at each speech—that was the additional key. Each 
Top Advisor had been instructed not to overload any single wild 
animal area with too much information but to streamline the 
speech to one item, one message, one point to pound into their 
ears. That one single point, deeply ingrained in the speech with 
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one particular species, would swirl throughout Wild Animal 
Nation Washington along with all the other single points 
addressed that day. 

Mr. Wolf paused and gazed at the numerous jackals watching 
him. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Fellow wild animals, do you not enjoy the abundance of meat 
now available in Wild Animal Nation Washington? We have 
truckloads of meat driving up to our back gate, seven times a day, 
seven days a week. Does any other Wild Animal Nation in the land 
have such commerce? No. And why is that? 

“Tt is Leader Lion’s magnificent concern for your health and 
well-being. Leader Lion wants only the best for each and every one 
of you. We in this great Wild Animal Nation have such abundance 
of meat because Leader Lion works night and day and day and 
night to make sure that those truckloads of meat keep pulling up 
at our back gate. Do we not all enjoy bloody sides of beef, slabs of 
pork, and chopped-up chickens? I know I do. I love all that meat. 

“But, fellow wild animals, what would happen if those 
truckloads of meat had to stop? What then? Do I need to remind 
you that we get all our best meat from Baltimore? That’s right. The 
best meat and the most meat all come from Baltimore. The man 
with meat who delivers all that meat to us also delivers meat to 
Leader Camel and his carnivores. 

“What would happen if Leader Camel convinced that man with 
the meat to stop delivering meat to us? Think about that. Think 
about that long and hard, fellow wild animals. Less meat. Poor 
quality. And, may the Supreme King forgive me for even uttering 
these words, but what about no meat at all!” 
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Mr. Mole spoke at the Otter Area. 

Once again, the same introduction. 

Mr. Mole paused and gazed at the numerous otters watching 
him. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“It is well known, fellow wild animals, that Leader Camel does 
indeed have a flock of pelicans. I repeat, pelicans. The same wild 
birds that flew into the nets of our Aviary Area on that deeply 
sorrowful day. He has pelicans. He has been importing more 
pelican eggs. He has tanks of gasoline. What more does he need? 
Just a few flares and just a few special-lined sacks. 

“And what does that spell? IEDs. 

“My fellow wild animals, all he needs is just a few flares and 
just a few special-line sacks and imagine what kind of damage he 
could inflict upon us. Leader Camel presides over his Wild Animal 
Nation just an hour away. 

“Just an hour from our own fences and our own great Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. Do we just wait until he gets those 
flares and those special-lined sacks? Do we? Do we do nothing?” 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus instructed Mr. Mole not to 
mention dynamite, because that was too hot a topic with the recent 
statements by Mr. Emu. 

“All he needs, fellow wild animals, is one flare and one of those 
special-lined sacks that Leader Yak used for such Underground 
purposes. Leader Lion will not allow that to happen.” 
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Mr. Vulture spoke at the Weasel Area. 

As usual, he went through all the preliminary business and 
couldn’t wait to get to his assigned point because he felt most 
deeply about this matter. 

He flapped his wings and dipped his bald head up and down, 
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impatient to start, although he had to go through the instructed 
repetition. 

Mr. Vulture paused and gazed at the numerous weasels 
watching him. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Why? Why you might ask? And I can tell you why. Leader 
Camel does not share the same Wild Animal Values that we so 
proudly display at our front gate for all to see. Leader Camel does 
not share the same Wild Animal Values that we cherish and 
uphold and use to shape our lives in the path of the Supreme King. 

“For these Wild Animal Values are indeed those of the goodwill 
of the Supreme King. Leader Lion is a most devout wild animal. 
Our great leader never makes a decision without conferring with 
the Supreme King. That is why we have prospered. That is why we 
have such food in abundance. That is why we had been victorious 
in our first Minor Skirmish with Leader Camel and in our skirmish 
with Leader Yak. And that is why we will be victorious in any 
future skirmishes that this powerful Wild Animal Nation Washing 
might be forced into facing. 

“Fellow wild animals, we are wild animals with Wild Animal 
Values, but Leader Camel is not!” 

Mr. Hippopotamus had underscored the point repeatedly that 
Mr. Vulture could not identify Leader Camel as a desert animal 
because that would alienate any desert animals in Wild Animal 
Nation Washington. Mr. Vulture squawked at this contentious 
issue, but in the end Mr. Hippopotamus had prevailed. 

“Leader Camel does not share the same Wild Animal Values 
that we have—those glorious Supreme-King-given values. No. No, 
he does share them. And why? Why, you may ask? Because his 
species had once been domesticated! 

“Yes, fellow wild animals, Leader Camel is a domesticated wild 
animal. He is no better than cats or dogs or cows in the Outside 
World! Do you want to be domesticated? Do you? Domestication is 
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an abomination! Domestication is the work of the Undergrounder. 
Well, I can assure you, without hesitation, that we would all 
become domesticated under a Wild Animal Nation ruled by Leader 
Camel. 

“And that is something that Leader Lion will never permit. 
Never! He will fight to his last claw to prevent that. We have 
universal Wild Animal Values in the land, and we, fellow wild 
animals, will fight to the last claw, to the last fang, and to the last 
beak to protect and preserve our Wild Animal Nation 
Washington.” 
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Mr. Fox spoke at the Beaver Area. 

The same introduction. 

And Mr. Fox received a particularly warm reception since all 
the beavers had all the bamboo that their little gnawing teeth 
desired to build dams. 

Mr. Fox paused and gazed at the numerous beavers watching 
him. 

“That threat is Leader Camel. That threat is hidden inside that 
hump of his. Did not Leader Lion remove the horns of Leader Yak? 
Now, for our own and your own good, Leader Lion needs to 
remove that hump of Leader Camel. 

“Fellow wild animals, we cannot wait for another AAAA, can 
we? Of course not. It is a well-known fact that Leader Camel had 
conferred with Leader Yak. Conferred for whatever Underground 
reason they might have. We all know that Leader Camel tried to 
take over the Baltimore Aquarium. We all know that. 

“And we all know that he rules Wild Animal Nation Baltimore 
with a heavy hoof. A very heavy hoof. Does any Wild Animal 
Nation want that? Does any wild animal want that? No. I repeat, 
No! It is against our wild nature. We want to be free and to prosper 
and to breed and to feed. Is that not what all wild animals desire? 

“Is that not what we want? Of ccurse we do. And we have that. 
We have that because we live in a Benevolent Jungle. 


“Not so with Leader Camel. No, not so at all. Leader Camel has 
not worked for a Benevolent Jungle. I pity those poor wild animals 
who must live under his heavy hoof and under that hump of his. 

“Leader Lion wants to spread his Benevolent Jungle to all Wild 
Animal Nations in the land. Leader Lion wants the same 
prosperity and freedom that we cherish for all wild animals. 
Leader Lion wants to free the wild animals under Leader Camel's 
heavy hoof. Leader Lion wants to rid the land of that hump of 
his.” 

Mr. Fox paused again and eyed all the beavers looking up at 
him. He knew that Mr. Mole’s assignment was to talk about IEDs, 
but he wanted to plant that seed of information in a few other 
receptive minds. 

“There is no doubt that Leader Camel has IEDs. No doubt 
whatsoever.” 
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Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“Leader Lion is great! Leader Lion is magnificent! Leader Lion 
works night and day and day and night to make this the greatest 
Wild Animal Nation in the land! Leader Lion only wants a 
Benevolent Jungle for all Wild Animal Nations in the land! Do we 
not have the very best Wild Animal Values? Do we not? 

“But it has come to my attention, sad to say, that some 
ridiculous and selfish and puffed-up self-important wild animals 
have dared to challenge Leader Lion’s wise and good decisions. 
Dared to challenge his wisdom and his goodness. And who might 
that be, you may ask? 

“That foolish Mr. Bison. That foolish, selfish Mr. Bison working 
for Mr. and Mrs. Stork. Never have I heard such a waste of Leader 
Lion’s precious time. Do any of you truly know how hard he 
works to insure our protection and preservation. You would weep 
buckets of tears if you did. And now Mr. Bison wants Leader Lion 
to form a Probe Panel into AAAA. 


“What a waste! What an absurd use of time! A Probe Panel! 
Isn’t it clear to everyone in Wild Animal Nation Washington that 
Leader Yak ordered his pelicans to attack our Aviary Area! There’s 
your answer! How simple can it be? Leader Yak attacked us. Let 
me repeat that for those who are hard of hearing: Leader Yak 
attacked us. End of Probe Panel. 

“How can Mr. Bison dare challenge Leader Lion on this? Our 
great Leader Lion who wants only a Benevolent Jungle. And it’s 
not that I don’t feel for Mr. and Mrs. Stork and their loss, but it was 
the Underground doing of Leader Yak. That is the answer. 

“But what else might be going on here? That’s my question. I 
have thought and thought about this. Why form this Probe Panel? 
Then it struck me. We all read The Wild Washington Observer. We all 
read about the brave work that our Mr. Mole does. And it occurred 
to me that one of his cunning Undergate Operatives in Leader 
Yak’s Wild Animal Nation had discovered that certain storks were 
flying with rather strange sticks to their high platform nests and 
that those sticks turned out to be flares. The same kind of flares that 
were used to destroy our Aviary Area. 

“Storks, sticks, flares. Is there a connection here? I ask you. Is 
there some kind of Underground plot right before our eyes? Could 
this Mr. and Mrs. Stork be involved in something else and using a 
Probe Panel for cover? It is worth exploring, I say. It is worth its 
own Probe Panel. We know we can’t trust the pelicans now. But 
were not the storks involved in hiding the flares in Wild Animal 
Nation Atlanta? That is worthy of attention. Yes indeed.” 

Mr. Baboon stopped yowling for a moment to make sure he 
had the attention of all the wild animals that had gathered before 
him. He furrowed his brow and he thumped his thick tail. His 
buttocks turned an intense red. 

“And not only is this Mr. Bison just wasting Leader Lion’s time 
with this frivolous Probe Panel, but then we have Mr. Owl wasting 
Leader Lion’s time with /1is frivolous Probe Panel. If anything, Mr. 
Owl’s Probe Panel is even a greater waste of Leader Lion’s precious 
time as he works day and night and night and day for our 
protection and preservation. 
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“I refer to Mr. Owl's ridiculous questioning of the caged wild 
animals who clearly need to be caged in this time of uncertainty 
and skirmish. Do you think that Leader Lion wanted any wild 
animal caged? Of course not. He had to do it. He had to do it to 
keep us safe, to keep us protected, to keep us preserved. 

“I don’t even wish to think about the ugly wild animal behavior 
of those two wild cats. You know what I mean. Those two, that 
cheetah and that leopard, who were caught consorting. Ugh! If any 
wild animals should be caged, it’s those two. Inter-species 
consorting! I can barely utter the words, but the words, no matter 
how ugly, must be uttered. Is it not one of our cherished Wild 
Animal Values? 

“Let me repeat it for those who do not spend enough time 
studying those great Wild Animal Values designed to promote a 
Benevolent Jungle. Number 4: All Wild Animals Shall Have 
Respect For All Other Wild Animals Unless They Do Not Respect 
Themselves. Need I say more? Is it not clear right there before your 
eyes at the front gate? That cheetah and that leopard clearly do not 
respect themselves. Enough said. 

“And what about that pelican? What about that pelican of ours 
who has been caged? Need I remind you that a bloodthirsty pack 
of wolves attacked our pelicans and tore them to shreds? Need I 
remind you that Leader Lion ordered those wolves caged for our 
protection? And they should be caged. Leader Lion did that. But he 
caged that pelican for his safety and protection. Can’t you all see 
that? The pelican is caged for his own good. Don’t we have eyes to 
see that? We need to form a Probe Panel for something as simple 
and as easily explained as that? 

“Oh, my good Supreme King, I just don’t understand some 
wild animals. It is written, too, in our cherished list of Wild Animal 
Values. Doesn’t any wild animal read that list? Has Mr. Owl read 
that list? And he’s supposed to be an advocate! Let me tell you. 
Number 3: All Wild Animals Shall Be Free From Harm Unless 
They Do Harm To Others. Isn’t that clear enough for Mr. Owl? 
Doesn’t Leader Lion want our pelican to be free from harm? 
Doesn’t Leader Lion want those wolves caged because they have 
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harmed others? [ just don’t understand why any wild animal 
cannot read that list before making silly, ridiculous, frivolous 
accusations. 

“And what about our yaks? And what about our camels? It is 
the same. They are caged for their own protection! 

“And the yaks and pelicans from Wild Animal Nation Atlanta? 
The yaks and pelicans of Leader Yak? Need I say more about that? 
Do I really need to spell it out?” 

And Mr. Baboon yowled all day long, yowling the same thing 
over and over and over as various wild animals gathered and 
dispersed and other wild animals gathered and dispersed. 
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Chapter 13 


After the marathon of speeches from all the Top Advisors, who 
had gone all day long from area to area to area, all the wild 
animals that night were in an uproar of disputes and discussions, 
squabbles and contentions, debates and arguments, speculations 
and conjectures. Some wild animals pulled out old copies of The 
Wild Washington Observer to search through articles to make their 
case. 

That night Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon, all 
stunned at the sudden eruption of talk and debate, moved from 
area to area of their respective representation to listen to the wild 
animals’ concerns and to size up the situation: some for a skirmish 
with Leader Camel, some not for a skirmish with Leader Camel. 

During the day, Mr. White Tiger had also paced from area to 
area to hear to the various individualized speeches and noticed 
that not one of the Top Advisors ever mentioned that Leader Yak 
was still at large. Oh, they all mentioned Leader Yak but mentioned 
him merely to make the point that Leader Lion had removed his 
horns from Wild Animal Nation Atlanta—it’s just that they never 
said that those horns had not yet been captured 

On the few occasions when Mr. White Tiger had to pass the 
huge gathering surrounding Mr. Baboon, he tried to close his large, 
rounded ears to the drivel of his yowling but he could not. As he 
caught a few of his words and sentences, Mr. White Tiger had the 
sudden urge to leap up on that crate of his and rip Mr. Baboon’s 
tongue from his mouth. How could so many wild animals even 
listen to such stupid, insensitive, and unreasonable harangues and 
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tirades? Mr. White Tiger paced away quickly in despair that so 
many wild animals would let such claptrap fill their skulls. 
Thanks to Mr. Parrot’s unceasing flying from area to area, all 
the wild animals knew that Leader Lion planned to speak the 
following morning to Wild Animal Nation Washington. 
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At the end of the night, Leader Lion asked Mr. Parrot to call the 
three representatives to the Lion Area. 

Poor Mr. Parrot, barely able to flap his wings, tapped this final 
instruction into his palm pilot and flew once again from the Lion 
Area to ask Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon to attend 
a special meeting. 

Mr. Tortoise arrived first, his head halfway tucked into his shell. 

Mr. Beaver arrived next, eager to tell Leader Lion what he had 
to say. 

Mr. Chameleon arrived last, wearing a dull gray color down to 
her grasping tongs. 

Not surprisingly, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus were also in 
the Lion Area. 

“By the regulations inherent in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington,” Leader Lion began, “I wish to hear from you the 
report of our wild animals about a skirmish with Leader Camel.” 

Mr. Beaver spoke first. “Leader Lion, as the Representative of 
_ Mammals and Birds, my constituents are overwhelmingly in favor 
of a skirmish with Leader Camel. I vote to move against Leader 
Camel.” 

Ms. Chameleon spoke second. “Leader Lion, as Representative 
of Reptiles and Amphibians, the reptiles wish to move against 
Leader Lion but the amphibians do not. With all due respect, I 
must vote not to move against Leader Camel.” 

Mr. Fox glared at Ms. Chameleon, although he knew that the 
amphibians would not wish a to have a skirmish. 

All eyes turned to Mr. Tortoise. His vote would break the tie. 

Finally, after a long moment of stretching his neck, Mr. Tortoise 
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spoke in a hoarse, tired voice. “Leader Lion, as Major 
Representative of All Wild Animals, it is my solemn duty and 
responsibility to weigh my own shell full of concerns with the 
concerns of the wild animals that I represent. With all due respect, 
Leader Lion, although I personally do not think that this move 
against Leader Camel is justified, given that we have not 
exhausted all other methods of mitigation, I must cast my vote 
with the will of the wild animals. Therefore, with grave 
misgivings, I vote to move against Leader Camel.” 

Mr. Fox could barely suppress a bark of triumphant joy. 

Mr. Hippopotamus kept his huge gray face completely 
expressionless, except for a slight bemused curve around his tusks, 

Leader Lion shook his great-maned head. “Thank you. I have 
heard the voice of the wild animals of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington. Thank you all for your hard work in this matter.” 

Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon left the Lion Area. 

“Now,” Mr. Fox said, “we must prepare for tomorrow.” 
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Thanks to that buzz of information from Mr. Parrot earlier in 
the day, Mr. Bat was hanging from the branch of a nearby tree as 
he watched Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. Chameleon leave the 
Lion Area. 

Soon after they left, Mr. Parrot flapped out and alighted ona 
rock. Mr. Bat flew down to him. 

“Well?” Mr. Bat asked. 

Mr. Parrot said, “It’s on.” 

Mr. Bat twittered with excitement, thinking that this will be the 
scoop of the month, as he swooped away into the dark night. 
Feverishly, in the Bat Area, he went to work to write the headlines 
and articles and editorials. 
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The following day, that one marmoset, upon his return from his 
morning constitutional to the front gate, stopped to buy the 
morning edition of The Wild Washington Observer but noticed that 
the rack stood empty. That’s odd, he thought, usually Mr. Bat has 
the newspapers delivered at dawn. He shook his head once more, 
a bit disturbed that he would have to walk all the way back up to 
buy the morning edition, as he made his way back to the 
Marmoset Area. 

Other wild animals were also shocked not to see The Wild 
Washington Observer, especially after all those speeches yesterday, 
but they had to rush to hear the speech Leader Lion was giving 
early that morning. 

What the wild animals did not know is that Mr. Bat knew 
exactly what Leader Lion was going to say but, out of respect for 
Mr. Parrot’s admonitions, he withheld delivery of the morning 
edition until after Leader Lion’s speech or, more accurately, his 
declaration. 
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At nine o'clock that morning, the wild animals all gathered 
before the platform next to the Aviary Area. Journalists and 
television crews from the Outside World were also there. All the 
Top Advisors were there. All the leaders of the Armed Forces were 
there. All the representatives were there. Mr. Baboon was there, his 
red buttocks as red as ever. The same signs floated above the 
platform, except that a new somewhat smaller sign had been 
added: Number 5 from the list of Wild Animal Values. 


AAAA 
WILD ANIMAL NATION WASHINGTON 
WILD ANIMAL VALUES 


All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For Wild Animal Values 
Unless They Do Not Share The Same Wild Animal Values 


The drumbeat began. 

Reverend Armadillo petitioned the Supreme King. 

The drumbeat increased as the strings of gorillas filed onto the 
platform. 

Then, to the surprise of all the wild animals, Leader Lion 
appeared on the stage alongside Leader Zebra. 

“What's he doing here?” “Is that Leader Zebra?” “Isn't he the 
leader of Wild Animal Nation Bronx?” 

As the hubbub died down, Leader Lion spoke. 

“My fellow wild animals, Leader Lion is here this morning to a 
make a most difficult statement. A statement, my fellow wild 
animals, that has kept Leader Lion up all night long working hard 
for the benefit of all the wild animals in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and in Wild Animal Nation Bronx. As you can see, the 
brave and wise leader of Wild Animal Nation Bronx is here beside 
Leader Lion.” 

Leader Lion paused to let Leader Zebra take a step forward. 
His great black-and-white striped torso gleamed in the morning 
sun. 

“Tam here this morning,” Leader Zebra said in that 
sophisticated voice of his, “to demonstrate my unyielding support 
for the wisdom and goodwill that your great leader, Leader Lion. 
He displays this wisdom and goodwill not only for this Wild 
Animal Nation but also for my Wild Animal Nation and all Wild 
Animal Nations in the land.” 

And with that simple declaration, Leader Zebra stepped back. 
Leader Lion continued. “When I first became Leader Lion of 
this great Wild Animal Nation Washington, I was humbled. J knew 
that [ had to work hard for you, the noble and great wild animals 
under my charge. And we are a strong Wild Animal Nation. And 
we are a thriving Wild Animal Nation. And we are a model for all 
the Wild Animal Nations in the land. And my good friend Leader 

Zebra also has a model Wild Animal Nation. That is why he is 
here. 

“But,” Leader Lion said forcefully, “some leaders of some Wild 
Animal Nations do not share the same Wild Animal Values that 
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have made us so strong and so fruitful and so representative of all 
the goodwill in wild animals when they can work together to 
spread this bounty to all the wild animals in the land. 

“Make no error, my fellow wild animals, Leader Lion wishes 
for nothing else but to spread the seeds of a Benevolent Jungle to 
all.” 

Leader Lion paused to let this sink into their skulls. “Leader 
Lion repeats, Wild Animal Nation Washington and Wild Animal 
Nation Bronx wish to spread our bounty to all Wild Animal 
Nations so that a Benevolent Jungle and its goodwill are available 
for all wild animals to enjoy. 

“There is nothing more important than that. Make no error, 
there is nothing more important than to spread our magnificent 
Wild Animal Values to every wild animal in the land!” 

Leader Lion lifted his great-maned head and narrowed his 
yellow eyes. 

“When Leader Lion became leader of this great Wild Animal 
Nation, never did he think that he would become a Skirmish 
Leader. But that is what Leader Lion has become. And it is Leader 
Lion’s solemn duty to protect and preserve his wild animals. 

“He did not expect Leader Camel to move against the 
Baltimore Aquarium. He did not expect Leader Yak to attack the 
Aviary Area. He did not expect such Underground activity to 
poison the Wild Animal Nations in the land. And he will not allow 
such a tragedy as AAAA to happen again. He will remove all 
threats to our Wild Animal Nations. 

“Make no error, Leader Lion did not ask for this but it 
happened. Need Leader Lion remind you? Of course not. You are a 
good species. You are a noble species. You are a brave species. And 
you have spoken to Leader Lion and Leader Lion has heard your 
words. 

“It is my Supreme-King-given responsibility to prevent any 
such attacks to ever occur again. And it is my Supreme-King-given 
duty to spread the Wild Animal Values that we treasure so highly 
to all other wild animals for the goodwill of a Benevolent Jungle. 

“But to spread our Benevolent Jungle will require sacrifice, my 
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fellow wild animals. That is the price that must be exacted for the 
all goodwill that we enjoy. And I know that no sacrifice is too 
much or too little in our effort to establish a Benevolent Jungle for 
all wild animals in all Wild Animal Nations in the land. 

“And make no error, read my fangs, Leader Camel has 
numerous flocks of pelicans and pelican eggs and tanks of gasoline 
and flares and special-lined sacks! He had IEDs! He has them all and 
he has them all to spread his Underground plot across the land! 

“Can we let that happen? No! 

“That is why Leader Zebra and Leader Lion stand here before 
you, as an Interlocking Alliance, to declare that we will move 
against Leader Camel immediately to get rid of that hump of his!” 

As soon as Leader Lion made that statement, the drumbeat 
began, the gorillas started to pound their chests and to scream, and 
Leader Lion and Leader Zebra marched off the platform. 

The wild animals burst in howls and hoots and shrieks. Mr. 
Baboon pounded his chest just like the gorillas. Mr. White Tiger 
turned even whiter. 

“It’s all for meat!” “Don’t be stupid!” “Why must all wild 
animals have the same Wild Animal Values?” “Our Wild Animal 
Values are supreme!” “What about Leader Yak?” “He’s not in 
power.” “It’s the horns!” “It’s the hump!” “Spread the Benevolent 
Jungle!” “Leader Camel had nothing to do with anything!” “What 
about all the caged animals?” “They need to be caged!” 

“And what about Mr. and Mrs. Stork?” “They’re Undergate 
Operatives! That's all they are!” “Leader Camel doesn’t have 
IEDs!” “Yes, he does! Leader Lion says he does!” 

And so it went on. 
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As the gathering dispersed, the wild animals were now 
surprised to see the piles of newspapers spilling from the racks. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion and Leader Zebra To Move Against 
Leader Camel. 
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Not even bothering to pay for it, Mr. Fox snatched one of the 
newspapers and stared with disbelief at the headline. How could 
Mr. Bat have known this? No one knew that Leader Zebra was 
going to be here this morning—he made sure of that. 

A buzz. 

That single word bristled the rust-colored fur on his back. 
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Chapter 14 


And so the skirmish with Leader Camel began. 

Mr. Rhinoceros raised the Code of Alert to its highest level— 
Active Alert. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Operation Benevolent Jungle Soon To Begin. 

All the wild animals in Wild Animal Nation Washington forgot 
about the caged animals, Mr. and Mrs. Stork, Mr. Bison’s Probe 
Panel, Mr. Owl’s Probe Panel, Mr. Emu and Mrs. Emu, the 
increasing unclean areas, the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League’s 
vote against a skirmish with Leader Camel (except, of course, for 
Leader Zebra), and the resignations of Mr. Kangaroo, Ms. Gazelle, 
and Mr. Coyote. The wild animals, surprisingly, also forgot about 
Leader Yak, who was still not captured. 

All the wild animals now howled and squabbled about was the 
Skirmish Against Baltimore (SAB) and that hump of Leader Camel. 
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Soon after Leader Lion’s speech with Leader Zebra, Leader 
Lion and all his Top Advisors met with Chair Anaconda and the 
leaders of the Armed Forces. Mr. Ostrich expatiated intently and 
excitedly on the Stun and Startle campaign against Leader Camel. 
All the Armed Forces of Wild Animal Nation Washington and Wild 
Animal Nation Bronx were being mobilized and prepared to strike 
at the most opportune moment. 

“We need to wait a day or so,” Mr. Ostrich declared. 
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“Why?” Ms. Panther growled. “We're all ready.” 

Mr. Ostrich gazed benignly at her. “To keep him off guard. To 
put him into a panic of not knowing when or how.” 

Ms. Panther purred in agreement. 

After all his Top Advisors left, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus 
conferred alone with Leader Lion to discuss new developments to 
keep Wild Animal Nation Washington more protected and better 
preserved. Mr. Fox also discussed Mr. Bat’s rather timely headline 
the day of Leader Lion’s declaration of a skirmish. He had talked 
to Mr. Ferret to do some additional information gathering. 


i 


In the dead of night, after a long discussion with Mr. Fox, Mr. 
Ferret ordered Captain Gorilla to have his gorillas move the 
llamas, the mongooses, and the komodo dragons into cages for 
their own protection. 

In the dead of night, again after that long discussion with Mr. 
Fox, Mr. Ferret also ordered Captain Gorilla to have the monkeys 
twist barbed wire into the tops of all the chainlink fences and all 
the gates surrounding Wild Animal Nation Washington. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas stormed the Parrot 
Area and dragged Mr. Parrot, squawking and struggling, away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas stormed the Cockatiel 
Area and dragged Mr. Parrot’s cockatiel away. 
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When the marmoset took his morning constitutional to the 
front gate, he was startled to see the coils and loops of barbed wire. 
He stood still and stared at the steel strands twisted into the top of 
the gate. 

“Excuse me,” the marmoset said to a nearby rattlesnake. 
“What's the barbed wire for?” 

The rattlesnake shook his rattle and hissed, “For your 
protection. Whaddaya want? Camels climbing over the gate to 
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attack us?” 

“Well, of course not,” the marmoset replied in a high-pitched 
voice. 

“Leader Lion is doin’ all he can to protect and preserve us, 
cantcha see that?” 

“Yes, yes, of course.” 

The marmoset turned away from the rattlesnake and noticed 
the long coils of barbed wire stretching down all the way on all the 
tops of all the fences. A slight chill fluttered his fur. It seemed more 
like being inside a cage than being protected. 

He then gazed a long moment at the list of Wild Animal Values 
with all the changes to make it more good: Numbers 1, 3, 4, and 5 
had all those “unlesses” added to them. I suppose, the marmoset 
thought, those added words make Wild Animal Values more good, 
but over half have been changed. How many more would be made 
more good? 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Barbed Wire Tops Fences, Mr. Parrot Caged For 
Betrayal, More Wild Animals Caged. 

Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“Thank the Supreme King that Leader Lion is protecting us! 
Leader Lion is great! Leader Lion is magnificent! He protects and 
preserves us. I, for one, bow my head in goodwill that Leader Lion 
is taking all necessary steps to keep this Wild Animal Nation safe. 
I, for one, raise my head high in pride and admiration when I see 
the new step taken to put barbed wire all along the perimeters of 
our territory to keep the foes out. Do we want orangutans and 
hyenas and camels climbing over the fences to attack us? Do we? 
Of course not. It is a time of skirmish and Leader Lion, as the 
leader of this powerful Wild Animal Nation, must keep his wild 
animals safe! How clever of Leader Lion to do this. I praise his 
decision. We can’t have another AAAA, can we? There’s no telling 
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what Leader Camel will do when confronted by the noble and 
brave interlocked Armed Forces of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and Wild Animal Nation Bronx. Everything in Leader 
Lion’s power must be followed without question, because 
everything that Leader Lion does is for our own protection and 
preservation! 

“And why has Leader Lion caged more wild animals, you may 
ask? Well, I’ll tell you. To protect them from any harm. Do we want 
another pack of bloodthirsty wolves to kill more of our wild 
animals? We all remember that unfortunate attack against our own 
pelicans. But those wolves were brought to justice. We all 
remember that they were planning to attack the llamas as well, but 
wise Leader Lion thwarted that plan. And where are the llamas 
now? Safe! Safe in a cage from any kind of attack! Would they be 
alive and safe today if they weren't caged? I don’t think so. No, I 
don’t think so. They are caged along with all the other wild 
animals to keep them safe! Leader Lion only wants us all to be safe. 
To be protected and preserved! 

“And as for Mr. Parrot ... it is unbelievable that he had been 
buzzing information about Tip Top Secrets to the media. He, my 
wild friends, is no more and no less than a betrayer of Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. What if Leader Camel got hold of 
such information? Can you imagine? Do you want another AAAA? 
Mr. Parrot is a betrayer. And, on top of all that, it turns out that he 
was also practicing inter-species consorting with a cockatiel! That 
nauseating behavior alone would justify his being caged! A 
cockatiel! It disgusts me. 

“A betrayer and an inter-species consorter both! We’re lucky 
that Leader Lion acted as swiftly as he did. Who knows what else 
Mr. Parrot might have said to some wild animal? I have no doubt 
that Leader Camel has Undergate Operatives in our own Wild 
Animal Nation. And Leader Lion must take all action against any 
foe of Wild Animal Nation Washington!” 
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Finally, Mr. Ostrich and Chair Anaconda received word from 
Leader Lion to begin. 

There had been no hesitation. 

Selected and specially trained orangutans, snapping turtles, 
eagles, hyenas, and rattlesnakes from both Wild Animal Nation 
Washington and Wild Animal Nation Bronx descended upon Wild 
Animal Nation Baltimore and attacked it mercilessly. 

Mr. Ostrich held media conferences morning, afternoon, and 
night. With great pride and a head held high, he explained the 
strategy behind Stun and Startle. 

“Leader Camel and that hump of his won’t know what hit 
him!” Mr. Ostrich crooned with delight. “We are strong and we are 
prepared and we will prevail within a day or two, just like SAA! 
SAB will be a grander and greater success! The wild animals in 
Wild Animal Nation Baltimore will howl with delight once they 
see our interlocked Armed Forces breaking down their fences and 
freeing them from the heavy hoof of Leader Camel and getting rid 
of that hump of his.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Stun And Startle Attack Begins. 

Mr. White Tiger read the morning edition with deepening 
sorrow. Earlier, he had prowled the entire length of the fence 
surrounding their territory to determine that every inch indeed, 
even as far away as the rapidly dwindling bamboo grove, had 
been topped with barbed wire. 

Mr. Ostrich held more media conferences. 

Mr. Baboon yowled with delight. 

Reverend Armadillo held special vigils for the brave wild 
animals battling for the Supreme King. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Puts Up Fierce Resistance. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Heavy Loss Of Washington Orangutans And 
Snapping Turtles. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Rallies Baltimore Armed Forces. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Heavy Loss Of Washington Eagles And Hyenas. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: IEDs Not In Sight. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Heavy Loss of Washington Rattlesnakes. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Wild Animals Turn Against Us. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: General Orangutan Calls For More Orangutans. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Defends Strategy Of Stun And Startle. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Crosswalk Explosion Kills Platoon Of Hyenas. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: No IEDs Yet Found. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Crosswalk Explosion Kills Squad of Rattlesnakes. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search for IEDs Intensifies. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Eagles and Snapping Turtles Killed In Surprise 
Attack. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Says We Are Winning. 
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Mr. White Tiger read the morning edition of The Wild 
Washington Observer and shook his head. How in the land can 
Mr. Ostrich claim that we’re winning? He must have his head 
stuck in the sand. 

Reverend Armadillo moped about muttering that cannibalism 
and inter-species consorting were the entire cause of this skirmish. 

Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon met again with Leader Lion, 
Mr. Fox, and Mr. Hippopotamus. 

“Days and days have gone by,” Ms. Chameleon said, “and have 
you made any progress at all in how that Mr. Baboon found out 
about Mrs. Emu?” 

Leader Lion shook his great-maned head. 

“Ms. Chameleon, it takes time with such a sensitive issue,” 
Mr. Fox said ina condescending tone. “We've been investigating. 
I have Mr. Ferret at work on it now, as we speak.” 

Ms. Chameleon turned a vivid green. “Mr. Ferret took no time 
in finding out about Mr. Parrot.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Fox agreed. “That was mere luck.” 

“Luck?” Ms. Chameleon said. “Luck? And what was his crime? 
Giving Mr. Bat a scoop?” 

“We can’t have buzzes,” Mr. Fox said fiercely. “He was a 
betrayer. It compromises our ability to battle the foe.” 

“Oh, please,” Ms. Chameleon said. 

“And,” Mr. Fox added, “he was also practicing inter-species 
consorting, which is against Number 4 of our Wild Animal 
Values.” 

Ms. Chameleon turned brown. She didn’t wish to start this 
squabble. “And I suppose this ill-conceived skirmish with Leader 
Camel is going to turn on luck, too. We haven't found one single 
Item of Extreme Destruction. What am I supposed to tell my 
constituents?” 

Mr. Fox narrowed his eyes. “They'll be found, I assure you.” 

Ms. Chameleon let out a sharp squeak of frustration. “I want 
Mr. Ferret to get to the bottom of Mrs. Emu’s status. I want to 
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know who told Mr. Baboon. I should think that type of ‘buzz’ is 
clearly more damaging and more compromising to the protection 
and preservation of Wild Animal Nation Washington than poor 
Mr. Parrot’s giving Mr. Bat a scoop!” | 

“J must agree,” Mr. Tortoise said. “Mr. Baboon’s yowl about 
Mrs. Emu is certainly much more of a concern to this Wild Animal 
Nation than Mr. Bat’s scoop.” 

Mr. Fox gritted his sharp teeth together. “We’re working on it. 
We’re doing what we can.” 

“T hope so,” Ms. Chameleon said, turning back to a bright 
green. 

And with that, Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon left the Lion 
Area. 

“I'd like to shred that lizard apart!” Mr. Fox snapped. 

“But what do we do about Mr. Baboon’s yowl?” Leader Lion 
asked. 

“Mr. Ferret is working on it, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said. “We 
can do no more than that.” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. 

“It won't make a difference,” Mr. Hippopotamus intoned. 

“Why is that?” Leader Lion asked. 

“Mrs. Emu and all the other Undergate Operatives were safely 
removed from Wild Animal Nation Baltimore,” Mr. Hippopotamus 
explained. “They’re alive and they’re safe. Besides, once we take 
down Leader Camel once and for all, no wild animal here will care 
about Mrs. Emu’s status. All they’ll care about is our victory 
against Leader Camel and that we’re spreading a Benevolent 
Jungle to all.” 

“Ah, yes,” Leader Lion said. “A Benevolent Jungle for all.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Mobilizes Bobcats. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel In Hiding. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Washington Hyenas Take Over Badger Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Llamas Defend Area In Furious Fight. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Nine Washington Orangutans Killed. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 
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A group of muskrats, disgusted with the skirmish against 
Leader Camel, gathered at the front gate to protest. They held 
small cardboard signs: “There Are No IEDs!” “No Skirmish For 
Meat!” “Leader Lion Lied!” 

All afternoon, the muskrats barked and hooted, holding up 
their signs high. 

Captain Gorilla and a squad of gorillas watched them from a 
distance. 

When Mr. Fox trotted over to Captain Gorilla, he stared with 
such contempt and hatred at the muskrats that he feared he would 
jump on them then and there and shred them to pieces. 

Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“What now? What now? Leader Lion is great! Leader Camel is 
Underground! Who are those muskrats to challenge Leader Lion? 
They are nothing but betrayers. Betrayers, I repeat, of this great 
Wild Animal Nation Washington! If they don’t like living in a 
Benevolent Jungle, then why don’t they go live in the Outside 
World? And why aren’t they down in Baltimore battling for a 
Benevolent Jungle? They’re nothing but oversized rats!” 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Muskrat Area and dragged the entire group who had been 
protesting that afternoon away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Yak Releases Statement Condemning Leader 
Lion. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Otter And Cubs Killed In Mistaken Attack 
By Snapping Turtles. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Expresses Sorrow Over Innocent Deaths 
But Claims Attack Justified. 
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In the Lion Area, Leader Lion met with his Top Advisors. 

“Why is this taking so long?” Leader Lion demanded. 

“Leader Camel trained his wild animals better than we 
thought,” Mr. Ostrich said. 

“T thought this would be over in a matter of days,” Leader Lion 
said. “Just like SAA.” 

Mr. Ostrich flapped his wings and stretched his neck. “It won’t 
take much longer, Leader Lion, I assure you.” 

“We're losing a lot of wild animals,” Leader Lion said. 

“That is the price of a Benevolent Jungle,” Mr. Ostrich said. 
“All our Armed Forces know that they might have to make the 
Ultimate Commitment. It is with pride that they do so.” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. “And what about the 
IEDs?” 

“They'll be found,” Mr. Fox snarled. “Leader Camel just hid 
them. Hid them cleverly. You know how cunning he is.” 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. “And do our Armed Forces have 
all that need?” 

“Well,” Mr. Ostrich said, “to keep our wild animals strong and 
powerful, we should send down more barrels of fruit and slabs of beef.” 
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Leader Lion nodded his great-maned head. “Talk to Mr. 
Flamingo, Mr. Ostrich, and make all the necessary arrangements.” 
“With pleasure, Leader Lion.” 


% 


In the dead of night, Mr. Vulture flapped his way to the front 
gate with his bucket of black paint and his paintbrush. On the sign 
of Wild Animal Values, he added more words to make the list 
more good. He stood back a moment, dipping his bald head up 
and down, to marvel at how much more good the list of Wild 
Animal Values has become. 

That morning, the marmoset stopped once again to read 
through the list of Wild Animal Values and stopped at Number 2. 


2. All Wild Animals Shall Have Food Unless A Skirmish 
Has Been Declared 


Shaking his head, the marmoset read through the rest of the 
list. Only two haven’t been made more good. It’s amazing how 
much more good the list is becoming, but what exactly did 
Number 2 now mean? He gazed at the rattlesnakes coiled at the 
front gate, the bobcats hiding in the bushes, and the barbed wire 
on the fence and gate. He looked up at the eagles in the treetops. 
How much more good can we take? 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Food Deliveries Reduced. 

A pair of walruses read through the article together. 

“How are we supposed to live on less fish than we’ve been 
getting?” one walrus asked. 

“Oh, you have plenty of blubber.” 

“That’s not the point.” 

“We're in a skirmish!” 


196 


“And no one has found any IEDs yet!” 
The two walruses started to roar back and forth at each other, 
tusks raised high. 
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Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“Leader Lion wants a Benevolent Jungle for all! For all Wild 
Animal Nations in the land. Leader Lion is great! Leader Lion 
works hard day and night and night and day for us. He has to 
make hard decisions. A great and magnificent leader always has to 
make hard decisions. 

“Do [need to remind you of AAAA? Do I? Do you not think it 
was a hard decision for Leader Lion to send our noble and brave 
orangutans and hyenas and snapping turtles and eagles and 
rattlesnakes to fight the Underground Mr. Yak? And why did he do 
that? To make sure that we in Wild Animal Nation Washington are 
protected and preserved. Some of those noble and brave wild 
animals made the Ultimate Commitment.” 

Mr. Baboon furrowed his brow and thumped his thick tail. 

“Those wild animals of this great Wild Animal Nation made the 
Ultimate Commitment for us, for our protection and preservation. 
And now, now, there are other noble and brave wild animals in a 
skirmish with a cold-blooded butcher making the Ultimate 
Commitment for us once again ... and do we dare whine about 
having one less apple a day or one less chicken leg a day when our 
noble and brave fellow wild animals are in a skirmish?” 

Mr. Baboon’s buttocks turned a fiery red. 

“Any wild animal—I repeat—any wild animal who would whine 
or complain or whimper about making a simple sacrifice of eating 
one less apple a day should be ashamed. When this great Wild 
Animal Nation is in a skirmish, we must all make sacrifices. That is 
the nature of a skirmish. And Leader Lion is doing all this for our 
benefit and our protection and preservation. Don’t you see that? He 
wants a Benevolent Jungle not only for us but for all wild animals.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: General Orangutan Plans Attack On Camel Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Praises Brave Wild Animals For 
Ultimate Commitment. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Crosswalk Explosion Kills Twenty Rattlesnakes. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Will Not Yield Until A Benevolent 
Jungle Rules Baltimore. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Washington Orangutans Storm Camel Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Squad Of Washington Bobcats Killed. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Camel Area Falls To Washington Orangutans. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Skirmish Continues In Other Baltimore Areas. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: No IEDs Found. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Hails Takeover Of Camel Area And 
Declares Victory. | 
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Chapter 15 


Once the Camel Area fell to the interlocked Armed Forces of 
Wild Animal Nation Washington and Wild Animal Nation Bronx, 
Leader Lion asked Ms. Panther to announce a media conference 
next to the Aviary Area. Ms. Panther, who would do anything for 
Leader Lion, nodded and slinked out of the Lion Area—she was 
rather tired, having taken over the duties of Mr. Parrot, since 
Leader Lion had not yet replaced him. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus went over all the details of this 
speech with exceeding care. This meeting didn’t take long, because 
the speech was not so much a speech as a simple declaration of 
victory to impress upon the minds of the wild animals the image 
of Leader Lion having vanquished Leader Camel. 

All the usual Top Advisors and Chair Anaconda and Mr. 
Giraffe with his giraffes and Mr. Tortoise, Mr. Beaver, and Ms. 
Chameleon were there. The platform seemed even more 
resplendent with additional pots of ferns and colorful bunting 
draped all over. The usual signs continued to float in the air with 
one additional sign, larger than the others, floating well above the 
others. 


VICTORY 
A BENEVOLENT JUNGLE 


AAAA 
WILD ANIMAL NATION WASHINGTON 


199 


WILD ANIMAL VALUES 


All Wild Animals Shall Have Respect For Wild Animal Values 
Unless They Do Not Share The Same Wild Animal Values 


Hmmm, one young pup of a seal lion thought, gazing at the 
entire platform. I have to give up one salmon a day, but Leader 
Lion can buy more pots of ferns. 

Reverend Armadillo gave an impassioned petition, praising the 
Supreme King for sending down goodwill upon Leader Lion to 
uproot the Underground regime of Leader Camel. 

Then the numerous strings of gorillas stomped onto the 
platform along with the loud, heavy beat of drums. 

Leader Lion stepped forward. 

The gathering of wild animals let out one collective gasp. 

Leader Lion had an oddly shaped crown, made of twigs and 
acorns spray-painted gold, fixed to his great mane. He stepped 
forward a bit awkwardly, making sure that the crown would not 
flop off his head to his paws. 

The wild animals didn’t know whether to chuckle or to cheer. 

Mr. White Tiger blinked his eyes rapidly, unable to take in this 
sight fully. 

Leader Lion stopped at the edge of the platform to gaze upon 
the gathering, blinked his yellow eyes, and tried not to twitch his 
ears because he feared the crown might fall off. 

“Leader Lion stands before you as the King of a Benevolent 
Jungle!” 

When the wild animals did not respond, Mr. Fox gave Captain 
Gorilla a little sign. The strings of gorillas began pounding their 
chests. 

Mr. Baboon began to yowl. All the beavers started to slap their 
tails against the ground. Slowly, the gathering of wild animals 
began to hoot and howl and cheer. 

“Leader Lion established a Benevolent Jungle in Wild Animal 
Nation Washington! Leader Lion spread our Benevolent Jungle to 
Wild Animal Nation Atlanta! Leader Lion has now spread a 
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Benevolent Jungle to Wild Animal Nation Baltimore! 

Leader Lion paused. 

Mr. Baboon yowled his approval. 

“The Camel Area in Wild Animal Nation Baltimore has fallen! 
The wild animals of Wild Animal Nation Baltimore now has a 
Benevolent Jungle! 

“Leader Lion has vanquished Leader Camel! No longer will 
Leader Camel rule with a heavy hoof ... because we got rid of that 
hump of his!” 

Mr. Baboon yowled. 

“Operation Benevolent Jungle is a success! Leader Camel is no 
longer in power! Wild Animal Nation Washington declares 
Victory!” 

And with that final declaration, Leader Lion left the platform. 

That's it, the one young pup of a seal lion thought. We anienies 
here to hear that? 

Mr. White Tiger thought that Leader Yak and Leader Camel had 
now both escaped. 

Ms. Panther purred. 

Mr. Fox looked smug. 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Fighting Continues In Llama Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Another Crosswalk Explosion Kills Four Washington 
Bobcats. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Squad of Washington Snapping Turtles Slaughtered 
In Broad Daylight. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Cannot Be Found. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Washington Orangutans Killed In Morning 
Attack. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Claims JEDs Will Soon Be Discovered. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Stork were still clattering on about the Probe 
Panel into AAAA. Leader Lion seemed to be doing nothing about 
it 

Mr. Bison, however, had started asking questions of all the Top 
Advisors. Most of them remained silent, upon instructions from 
Mr. Fox, and said that such questions would compromise Leader 
Lion’s ability to spread a Benevolent Jungle to all. Many of such 
questions would jeopardize the Tip Top Secrets of waging the 
skirmish against Leader Camel and protecting and preserving Wild 
Animal Nation Washington—it was a simple matter of Leadership 
Decision. 

Only Mr. Vulture, when asked, dipping his bald head up and 
down, rattled on and on about domestication. That domestication 
was the Underground root of all this trouble from AAAA to Leader 
Yak and SAA, from Leader Camel to SAB, from cannibalism to 
inter-species consorting. As Mr. Vulture rattled on and on, Mr. 
Bison soon realized that he would get no solid information from 
him at all. 

Mr. Bison, though, did talk to Mr. Coyote, who had been lying 
low recently, and he guided Mr. Bison to certain wild animals in 
certain agencies that might help him. After a few days of work, Mr. 
Bison found an extraordinary piece of information. 

Mr. Bison tramped to the Lion Area. 

“Yes, Mr. Bison?” Leader Lion said, who was letting his two 
cubs play with his twig-and-acorn crown. 

Mr. Bison shook his heavy head and remained silent, his 
stragely beard a bit more stragegly, as he watched the two cubs 
jumping over each other. 


Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus, of course, sat nearby watching 
Mr. Bison. 

“Lioness?” Leader Lion called. “Could you take the cubs 
outside for a moment?” 

Mrs. Lion padded over to the two cubs. “Yes, Leo.” 

Once Mrs. Lion and the two cubs left the Lion Area, Leader 
Lion turned to Mr. Bison. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Bison?” 

“Leader Lion,” Mr. Bison began, lifting his heavy head, “with 
all due respect, may I inquire about what progress you have made 
with the Probe Panel?” 

Leader Lion pawed his twig-and-acorn crown. “The Probe 
Panel?” 

“The Probe Panel into AAAA,” Mr. Bison said with a heavy 
sigh. 

“Oh, yes, the Probe Panel.” 

Leader Lion looked over at Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus. 
“Mr. Fox?” 

Mr. Fox slitted his eyes. “We are making progress.” 

“Progress?” Mr. Bison fairly shouted. 

“Yes,” Mr. Fox snarled. “We are making progress. Did you not 
speak to our Top Advisors?” 

Mr. Bison paused. “Yes, I did speak to them, but most of them 
could not answer any of my questions because it would 
compromise Operation Benevolent Jungle.” 

“And so many of those questions would,” Mr. Fox answered. 
“We are in a skirmish here, don’t you realize that? We’re trying to 
save as many wild animal lives who are so bravely battling to 
protect and preserve this Wild Animal Nation.” 

“T realize that.” 

“SAB is taking up so much of our time that this Probe Panel 
into AAAA does not seem to be of immediate concern. We know 
who attacked the Aviary Area and we took out Leader Yak! We 
know that Leader Camel had something in that hump of his and 
we took out Leader Camel! We’re trying to spread a Benevolent 
Jungle here, and we will, | assure you and I assure Mr. and Mrs. 
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Stork, that we will speedily attend to this Probe Panel as soon as 
this skirmish is over and done with.” 

Mr. Bison lowered his heavy head, his straggly beard almost 
touching the ground. “Then I hope this skirmish is over and done 
with soon.” 

“So do I!” Mr. Fox snapped. 

“After all, 1am a skirmish leader,” Leader Lion said, apropos of 
nothing. 

Mr. Bison merely stared at Leader Lion pawing his little crown. 

“Well, thank you then,” Mr. Bison said and tramped out of the 
Lion Area. 

Mr. Fox watched his bulky body disappear from sight. 

“Do you think he might be trouble?” Mr. Hippopotamus asked. 

“No,” Mr. Fox murmured. “I don’t think so.” 

“Well,” Leader Lion said, “I suppose we should do something 
for Mr. and Mrs. Stork. After all, they did lose their little stork in 
AAAA.” 

“We'll do something,” Mr. Fox said. “We'll attend to this Probe 
Panel after SAB is over and done with. Not before. Leader Lion, 
you are a skirmish leader, and this skirmish occupies all your time. 
You cannot let your brave attention be diverted by this untimely 
Probe Panel.” 

“I suppose,” Leader Lion sighed. “But what if Mr. Bison keeps 
asking questions?” 

“We stonewall him,” Mr. Fox said. 

Leader Lion twitched his ears. 

Mr. Fox gritted his sharp teeth together and thought that Mr. 
Bison might have something in that heavy head of his. 

After leaving the Lion Area, Mr. Bison tramped to the Bat Area 
to see Mr. Bat. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Bison Uncovers Memo Outlining Leader Yak’s 
Attack. 


One beaver, who had always been a staunch supporter of 
Leader Lion, read the article with great dismay. 

Two boa constrictors, who had seen those “sticks” in the 
pelicans’ beaks, had never thought Leader Lion really knew what 
he was doing. 

“He was too busy playing with his cubs,” one boa hissed. 

“He was too busy thinking about cannibalism,” the other boa 
hissed. 

“And inter-species consorting,” the first boa hissed. 

“It’s too bad Mr. Coyote resigned.” 

“That's for sure. At least he seemed to know what was going 
on.” 

“Could AAAA have been prevented? Do you think so?” 

“Leader Lion says he doesn’t even read the newspaper,” the 
other boa hissed. “How can we expect him to read a memo?” 

The article that accompanied the headline printed the title of 
Mr. Coyote’s memo: “Leader Yak Determined to Move Against 
Us.” The article also printed the entire memo in full. 

Mr. Bat hung from a branch to watch the morning edition 
disappear from the racks. All the wild animals were in an uproar 
over this memo and demanded answers. 

Mr. and Mrs. Stork set up a small protest group with other 
flocks of birds outside the Lion Area. Mr. Stork held up a 
cardboard sign: “Remember Those Who Died In AAAA.” Mrs. 
Stork held up a cardboard sign: “We Lost Our Little Stork In 
AAAA.” 

In the Lion Area, Mrs. Lion kept her little cubs with her in a 
faraway corner. 

Leader Lion, greatly agitated, paced back and forth. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus watched him. 

Leader Lion kept pacing and growled, “Mr. Bison didn’t say 
anything about that memo. I thought you said we could stonewall 
him.” 

Mr. Fox didn’t reply. 

“Now look what happened?” Leader Lion roared. 

“We'll take care of it,” Mr. Fox snarled. 
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“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus repeated, “we'll take 
care of it.” 

“Well, I hope you do! I’m a skirmish leader! I can’t be bothered 
with things like this!” 

Mr. Fox sneered. 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. 

Mr. Fox slipped down to the Ferret Area to talk to Mr. Ferret. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Stork Area and dragged Mr. and Mrs. Stork away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Bison Area and dragged Mr. Bison, stomping and huffing, away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Coyote Area and dragged Mr. Coyote, surprisingly calm, as though 
he had been expecting this day to arrive all along, away. 


+ ob bt 


The following morning, a row of razor wire was twisted into 
the barbed wire along the tops of all the fences and all the gates. 

More rattlesnakes and bobcats were ordered to guard the 
perimeters. 

More falcons hovered. 

More eagles swooped. 

Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to yowl. 

“A memo? A memo prepared by the disgraced Mr. Coyote? 
How could any wild animal with even a pea-sized brain take such 
a memo seriously? It was fiction! It was a desperate attempt for a 
power-clawing, weak, fangless, cowardly creature to gain access to 
true power. Do you think Leader Lion would not have looked into 
this memo with all his goodwill and wisdom to judge its truth? Of 
course he would have. Leader Lion is great! If there had been any 
slight truth to this silly, unfounded, ill-conceived memo, then 
Leader Lion, I assure you, would have taken all speedy and proper 
action. That memo and Mr. Coyote and Mr. Stork and Mrs. Stork 
and. Mr. Bison are all betrayers of this great Wild Animal Nation 
Washington! Betrayers all!” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Bison, Mr. Coyote, and Mr. and Mrs. Stork Caged 
For Betrayal. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Thirty Washington Bobcats Killed In Llama Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Eludes Washington Armed Forces. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Two Washington Hyenas Killed In Movement Mishap. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Fierce Resistance In Llama Area Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Claims IEDs Soon To Be Found. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Two Washington Eagles Die In Llama Area. 
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Reverend Armadillo read the morning newspaper with 
mounting distress. He shook his head. He shook his scales. Two 
more noble eagles dead. Don’t they know all this slaughter and 
carnage is a direct result of cannibalism and inter-species 
consorting? Don’t they know that the Supreme King is punishing 
all the wild animals for such behavior? 

Reverend Armadillo tossed the newspaper into a trash can. He 
throat filled with sudden bitterness. He felt he had let the Supreme 
King down. During the weeks leading up to The Day of the Great 
Takeover, he caved in to Mr. Hippopotamus’s demand that he not 
make cannibalism an issue so that all attention could be directed 
upon taking over the zoos. Mr. Hippopotamus had promised him 
that as soon as the zoos were secured, he would soon address the 
issue of cannibalism—and that did not happen. He began to think 
that Mr. Hippopotamus had simply used him to get what he 
wanted. 
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Only when he approached Leader Lion about those two wild 
cats he had seen behind the Aviary Area did the issue of 
cannibalism and inter-species consorting receive the type of urgent 
attention that it needed—and then AAAA happened. 

Even he realized that Leader Lion had to divert his attention to 
retaliate against the Underground foe who had committed such an 
atrocity. But then he wondered if the attack against the Aviary Area 
occurred because the cheetah and the leopard were consorting 
together behind the Aviary Area and that the Aviary Area was 
attacked as a result of their anti-wild animal behavior. 

The Supreme King, he knew, moved in mysterious ways. 
Reverend Armadillo then pondered over the possibility that the 
Supreme King were somehow testing him, somehow giving him a 
sign, somehow allowing him see the true truth behind all these 
attacks and skirmishes. The more he wondered and pondered and 
meditated upon this possibility, the more firm he became that 
indeed he had seen a sign. 

With a final shake of his scales, Reverend Armadillo became 
convinced of his insight and decided he had to speak to Leader 
Lion immediately. 
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Reverend Armadillo waddled up to the Lion Area. 

Inside he found Mrs. Lion reading a storybook to her two cubs. 

“Ah-ah, is Leader Lion here?” he asked. 

“Oh, Rev. Armadillo,” Mrs. Lion purred. “No, he’s not here. 
He’s with Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus touring the Reptile Area 
or the Monkey Area ... I’m not quite sure.” 

Reverend Armadillo nodded. “Please tell him that I wish to see 
him as soon as possible.” 

“Of course, Rev. Armadillo.” 

As Reverend Armadillo was about to leave, Mr. Vulture burst 
into the Lion Area flapping his wings. 

“Rev. Armadillo,” Mr. Vulture squawked, “what a pleasure to 
see you.” 
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“Ah-ah, and the same ... the same, I’m sure.” 

“Is Leader Lion not here?” Mr. Vulture asked, dipping his bald 
head up and down and looking about the Lion Area. 

“He ... he is, ah-ah, touring some area with Mr. Fox and 
Mr. Hippopotamus.” 

Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head once again. “No doubt 
making sure that we are well protected and well preserved.” 

“Ah-ah, no doubt.” 

Mr. Vulture became still. He always revered Reverend 
Armadillo for his faith and his commitment to follow in the path 
of the Supreme King. He himself tried to be as committed as 
Reverend Armadillo. 

“Was there ... was there some matter you wished to speak to 
Leader Lion about?” Mr. Vulture asked. 

Reverend Armadillo regarded him with his small, beady black 
eyes. “Ah-ah, as a matter of fact, I did.” 

Mr. Vulture waited. 

Reverend Armadillo glanced at Mrs. Lion reading to her two 
cubs. “Perhaps, ah-ah, we could take a little walk.” 

“Of course, Rev. Armadillo,” Mr. Vulture quickly agreed. 

As they stepped out of the Lion Area and began a leisurely 
stroll down one path, Reverend Armadillo explained his recent 
thoughts about the sign he had witnessed from the Supreme King. 
In great awe at this revelation, Mr. Vulture listened with keen 
concentration. 

“Ah-ah, do you think it was indeed a sign?” Reverend 
Armadillo finally asked. 

“Oh, of course, of course,” Mr. Vulture replied in a firm voice. 

“That is why I wanted to speak to Leader Lion.” 

“And you will, Rev. Armadillo, of course you will,” Mr. Vulture 
said. “I'll make sure of that.” 

“Ah-ah, yes, I believe ... I believe now that the Supreme King 
wanted me to see those ... ah-ah, those two wild cats consorting 
behind the Aviary Area. He wanted me to see His sign.” 

Mr. Vulture, who was as deeply disgusted at cannibalism and 
even more deeply disgusted at inter-species consorting as 


209 


Reverend Armadillo, did indeed believe that Reverend Armadillo 
had witnessed a sign from the Supreme King. 

“Ah-ah, that inter-species consorting ... it is so ... so ... ah-ah, 
anti-wild, is it not?” 

“Of course it is.” 

“It leads to ... ah-ah, leads to ... to ... domestication.” 

At that single word, Mr. Vulture flapped his wings and 
fluttered his feathers. “That is exactly what it all leads to, Rev. 
Armadillo. Exactly. Domestication is Underground.” 

Reverend Armadillo shook his armor of scales, pleased that he 
had a sympathetic wild animal—certainly more sympathetic than 
that old thick hidebound Mr. Hippopotamus. 

“And don’t you realize,” Mr. Vulture squawked on, “that 
Leader Yak is a domesticated wild animal and that Leader Camel is 
a domesticated wild animal!” 

“T had, ah-ah, not thought of that.” 

“It all makes much clearer sense now. Much clearer sense.” 

Reverend Armadillo pondered this matter. 

“And ... and even Mr. Parrot!” Mr. Vulture squawked. “He’s 
also a domesticated wild animal.” 

Reverend Armadillo nodded. “Yes, ah-ah, all those captains of 
all those ships.” 

“Yes! It’s all clear now. Why is there such resistance at the 
Llama Area in Wild Animal Nation Baltimore? Because they’re 
domesticated!” 

“Ah-ah, yes, that ... that is true.” 

Mr. Vulture began to dip his bald head up and down and down 
and up in extreme excitement. He knew all along that he was right, 
even despite Mr. Bear’s dismissal of his theory. And is not Mr. Bear 
himself a domesticated wild animal? Those circuses. Rolling around 
on skates. Wearing some silly hat. It all made sense. 

“We must speak to Leader Lion as soon as possible,” 

Mr. Vulture declared. 


“Ah-ah, yes ... ah-ah, yes, that is what we must do,” Reverend 
Armadillo agreed. 
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Later that afternoon, in the Lion Area, when Reverend 
Armadillo and Mr. Vulture explained their concern about 
domestication and that Reverend Armadillo had seen a sign from 
the Supreme King, Leader Lion twitched his ears and listened 
attentively. 

After they finished their recitation, Leader Lion stood up and 
paced about the Lion Area, growling and grumbling. “It does make 
sense. Yes, I can see that. It is a concern. Domestication has no 
place in a Benevolent Jungle.” 

“And, ah-ah, neither does cannibalism,” Reverend Armadillo 
added. 

“Yes, yes, that too,” Leader Lion responded. 

Mr. Vulture and Reverend Armadillo watched Leader Lion 
pace. When he stopped pacing, he turned to Mr. Vulture and told 
him what to do. 
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In the dead of night, flapping his way to the front gate with his 
bucket of black paint and his paintbrush, Mr. Vulture could not get 
there quick enough. With Supreme-King-given determination, he 
painted more words to the list of Wild Animal Values. This time, 
he felt that he was writing the words not from Leader Lion’s 
Leadership Decision, but directly from the Supreme King Himself. 
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Once again, as usual, the marmoset made his way to the front 
gate for his morning constitutional. 

Once again, as usual, he read through the list of Wild Animal 
Values. 

And, once again, he paused at Number 6 to read the added 
words. 
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6. All Wild Animals Are Good Animals Unless They Have 
Been Domesticated 


Well, the marmoset thought, more words and more so-called 
more good. But this “unless” rippled through his blood. 


Chapter 16 


The next day, when Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus heard 
about the visit from Reverend Armadillo and Mr. Vulture, they 
both shook their heads in surprise at this tale about a sign from the 
Supreme King. Both Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus did not 
believe in the Supreme King, but pretended that they did to humor 
Leader Lion and, more importantly, to humor all the wild animals 
who also believed. They both recognized the extraordinary power 
that such a belief entailed and used it to their advantage all the 
time. 

“T thought you would always confer with us before 
implementing a Leadership Decision,” Mr. Fox said. 

“T felt that something needed to be done immediately,” Leader 
Lion responded in a slightly defensive growl as he paced about the 
Lion Area. 

“We all know that something must be done about inter-species 
consorting,” he continued. “I tried to do something about it before 
... well, before AAAA. Didn’t I cage those two disgusting wild 
cats? Inter-species consorting! It leads to domestication. I mean, 
think about it. Leader Yak is domesticated. Leader Camel is 
domesticated. Even Mr. Parrot is domesticated! And ... and he was 
discovered to be involved with a cockatiel! Right here in my own 
Lion Area, I find out I had an inter-species consorter, fluttering 
about my own two little cubs.” 

Leader Lion shook his great-maned head and sat down on his 
haunches. “We are not domesticated animals! We’re not cows and 
dogs. We don’t live in the Outside World. We live in Wild Animal 
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Nation Washington!” 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. “You're right, 
Leader Lion. We are not domesticated. You were right to make the 
list of Wild Animal Values more good.” 

Mr. Fox shot a narrow gaze at Mr. Hippopotamus and 
wondered what he was thinking in that thick huge gray head of 
his. 

“Thank you, Mr. Hippopotamus,” Leader Lion said. 

After Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus left the Lion Area, Mr. 
Fox said, “What was that all about? We can’t just let him go off and 
start making Leadership Decisions willy-nilly.” 

“Oh, we can use this, Mr. Fox. We can use this, trust me.” 

And Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin again. 

“But how?” 

“Let’s go to my Hippopotamus Area and have a good, long 
talk. I have a nice piece of chicken for you. Free range. Just the way 
you like it.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Llama Area Vows To Skirmish To The Last 
Hoof. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 420 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: IEDs Not Found. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 171 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: General Orangutan Mounts Massive Attack Against 
Llama Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 575 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 

The headline on the front page of TThe Wild Washington 
Observer announced: Mr. Ostrich Proclaims Progress. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 323 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 780 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Claims New Offensive Will Succeed. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 491 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Wild Animals Protest Skirmish. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,218 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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Mr. Owl flew to the Lion Area. 

Leader Lion graciously greeted him, although he knew he was 
going to talk once again about the caged wild animals. 

Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus gazed evenly at Mr. Ow! while 
he swiveled his head and fixed his dark eyes and those circled 
disks of radiating feathers, once again, directly upon Leader Lion. 

“Many days, Leader Lion, indeed weeks, have passed,” Mr. 
Owl began in that sonorous voice of his, “when I first questioned 
you about the issue, for the llamas, about the issue of their caging 
and suggested that a Probe Panel be formed to address the cages. I 
know, of course, that this skirmish with Leader Camel is certainly 
occupying much of your time, as I understand it should, but there 
are still other matters, with all due respect, Leader Lion, that must 
require some of your time. I know that a Probe Panel had been 
formed, but I would like to know how much progress has been 
made?” 

Mr. Owl paused and swiveled his head with mere glances at 
Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus. He then settled his dark eyes back 
again upon Leader Lion. 

After a long moment, Leader Lion said, “Well ... well, yes, there 
has been progress.” 


Mr. Owl blinked once. “And?” 

Leader Lion blinked his yellow eyes. “And, well, there has been 
progress.” 

“What type of progress?” 

“Well, heh-heh, some ... some good progress.” 

Mr. Owl did not respond. 

“There has been progress made,” Mr. Fox declared. “Mr. Ferret 
has been asking questions.” 

Mr. Owl swiveled his head to Mr. Fox. “Has he been asking 
questions about the indefinite caging of the pelican and the 
cheetah and the leopard?” 

“Yes.” 

“And has he been asking about the representation of those 
wolves who were not actually involved in the attack against the 
Pelican Area?” 

“Yes.” 

“And has he been asking why our own Washington llamas, 
yaks, camels, mongooses, and komodo dragons are still being 
caged for, as far as I can see, for no particular reason at all?” 

“Some of them might be Undergate Operatives, Mr. Owl,” Mr. 
Fox snarled. 

“And some of the might not be Undergate Operatives, Mr. 
Fox,” Mr. Owl returned. “Those who are not is my concern.” 

Mr. Fox narrowed his eyes and said in a cold tone, “That takes 
time to determine, Mr. Owl.” 

“How much time?” 

“As much time as it takes. We are in a skirmish. We must be 
careful to protect and to preserve Wild Animal Nation 
Washington.” 

“And does the peaceful protest of the muskrats, a group of wild 
animals who, for their own reasons, and reasons I can understand, 
‘all into that category of protection and preservation? Have they 
‘eceived any counsel for their position?” 

Mr. Fox narrowed his eyes further. “Yes, they are receiving 

ounsel.” 

“I hardly need to point out, since we can all read the 
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newspaper, that there seems to be more and more caging going on. 
That is a concern. A Probe Panel has been formed to look into this 
caging, but more and more wild animals are being caged. Caged, 
as far as I can see, for no particular reason at all.” 

“There are reasons,” Mr. Fox said. “Reasons of protection and 
preservation in a time of skirmish.” 

“But these wild animals need counsel.” 

“And I said that they are receiving counsel.” 

“And is Mr. Parrot, Mr. and Mrs. Stork, my good friend and 
advocate Mr. Bison, and Mr. Coyote also receiving counsel?” 

“Yes, of course they are.” 

“And are they being treated with goodwill?” 

“All the goodwill in the land,” Mr. Fox sneered. 

“And are the wild animals of the foe, if I must remind you, 
since I myself, with considerable study, under the regulations 
established by the Inter-Wild Animal Nations League, are those 
wild animals also being treated with goodwill?” 

Mr. Owl knew that they were not because he had received a 
report of abuse and maiming through his own probing into this 
matter. 

“Yes,” Mr. Fox answered confidently. “All wild animals, foe or 
not, are being treated with goodwill.” 

Mr. Owl swiveled his head to gaze again at Leader Lion. 

“With all due respect, Leader Lion, it is my concern, if I must 
point it out rather bluntly, that all these caged wild animals in Wild 
Animal Nation Washington require treatment of goodwill and a 
speedy resolution of their caging. We must follow, if I understand 
the matter correctly, certain protocols involving the caging. We 
cannot, if we follow the list of Wild Animal Values, allow our wild 
animals to remain caged for no good reason. I suggest, in my most 
humble manner, that the Probe Panel release what findings it has 
thus far uncovered. Furthermore, I must suggest, in my most 
humble manner, to settle the unrest and concern of certain wild 
animals in our Wild Animal Nation, that this matter receive 
slightly more attention than it has thus far been granted. After all, 
with all due respect, we do live in a Benevolent Jungle.” 
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Leader Lion twitched his ears. 

Mr. Owl flew from the Lion Area. 

Mr. Fox watched that old Mr. Owl flap his way out. “He didn’t 
tell us something. There was some challenge in those weird eyes of 
his.” 

“Oh, I doubt our Mr. Owl,” Mr. Hippopotamus said, “has 
anything in his feathers that could possibly concern us.” 

Mr. Owl flew to the Bat Area. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Owl Uncovers Memo Outlining The Practice Of 
Maiming On Caged Wild Animals. 

“Oh, my Supreme King,” one ornate horned frog croaked, 
reading through the article. “Not in Wild Animal Nation 
Washington.” 

“T doubt that can be true,” croaked another ornate horned frog. 

“It’s right here,” the other said, “right here in the newspaper. 
The gorillas and ferrets have been maiming the yaks and camels 
for information.” 

“Well,” the other croaked, “they’re our foes.” 

“But they’ve been maiming Washington yaks and camels too. 
And that pelican. Our own pelican.” 

“Tt just can’t be true.” 

“We have to talk to Ms. Chameleon. We didn’t vote for this 
skirmish with Leader Camel!” 

The news of maiming spread through Wild Animal Nation 
Washington as speedily as AAAA. Some wild animals denied it 
could happen in a Benevolent Jungle. Some thought Mr. Bat had 
started to sensationalize the news to increase sales. Some realized 
that it was the inevitable outcome of all these attacks and 
skirmishes 

Mr. White Tiger paced the paths and crosswalks and wondered 
how and why all this could be transpiring so rapidly. His Wild 
Animals All campaign seemed so very distant and faraway, yet it 
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was only months ago. He was watching Wild Animal Nation 
Washington disintegrate before his very eyes and he couldn’t 
believe that it was happening. 

Mr. Tortoise and Ms. Chameleon often met to discuss all these 
new developments with ever-deepening concern. Although they 
represented the wild animals, they were constantly being left out 
of important meetings and could hardly request time with Leader 
Lion because Mr. Fox explained that so much of his time is now 
consumed with SAB. 

Mr. Owl sat in his Owl Area and thought he did what he could 
do to right the wrong and hoped that the wild animals would rise 
up and rebel against Leader Lion. Well, he realized, not Leader 
Lion himself but the two who manipulate him: Mr. Fox and Mr. 
Hippopotamus. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Owl Area and dragged Mr. Owl away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Owl Caged As Betrayer. 

Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“Leader Lion is great! Leader Lion is magnificent! Leader Lion 
wants only our protection and preservation. We are in a skirmish. 
When in a skirmish, my wild animals, sacrifices must be made and 
decisions must happen. It is the sad reality in the land. 

“Those reports of maiming are exaggerated! Exaggerated, I 
repeat. In a time of skirmish, necessary methods must be taken. A 
little prodding, a little poking. What’s that? It must be done. It 
must be done for our protection and preservation. Do we want 
another AAAA? Do we? Do we? More destruction and more 
killing? Of course we don’t. Leader Lion needs to do what he is 
doing to protect and preserve us. Does a little prodding and a little 
poking equal AAAA? [ don’t think so. I don’t think so at all. 

“And Mr. Owl. He released Tip Tip Secrets! He’s helping the 
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foe. The foe of Wild Animal Nation Washington. Can we let that 
happen? No! He is a betrayer. He is a betrayer of all that Wild 
Animal Nation Washington stands for. We stand for a Benevolent 
Jungle! Leader Lion can’t battle this skirmish with Leader Camel if 
one of our own wild animals lets out Tip Top Secrets!” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 642 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Baltimore Llama Area Still Not Taken. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,435 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Releases Secret Memo Praising 
Baltimore Resistance. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: No IEDs Yet Found But Search Continues. 
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Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus invited Mr. Vulture to the 
private Hippopotamus Area for a closed-gate talk. Mr. Vulture was 
quite honored to be invited to Mr. Hippopotamus’s private area. 
He had never been inside before and marveled over the 
temperature-controlled pond, the elaborate feeders of exotic 
aquatic plants, the pristine hay for bedding, and the polished rocks 
scattered here and there. 

“My, what a nice place you have,” Mr. Vulture offered, dipping 
his bald head up and down. 

“Thank you,” Mr. Hippopotamus answered. “I designed it 
myself.” 

“Very nice, very nice.” 

Quickly tiring of these petty social amenities, Mr. Fox barked, 
“We have a matter we wish to discuss with you.” 
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Responding to the sharp tone of his voice, Mr. Vulture flapped 
his wings and held his bald head high. “Yes?” 

“Tt’s about domestication,” Mr. Fox said. 

At the word “domestication,” Mr. Vulture couldn’t help 
dipping his head up and down. “Yes? Yes?” 

“The wild animals in our great Wild Animal Nation have been 
tense recently over all this caging business and maiming business 
and SAB and food reduction and unclean areas, so we need to do 
something to help quell their unrest.” 

Mr. Vulture nodded his bald head. 

“As we all know,” Mr. Hippopotamus began, munching on a 
piece of aquatic plant, “Leader Camel is a domesticated wild 
animal.” 

“Oh, yes, of course he is,” Mr. Vulture agreed. 

“And Leader Yak.” 

“Yes, yes, [ have been saying that all along. Domestication is an 
abomination.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin, a piece of plant 
lodged on one tusk. “Yes, Mr. Vulture, domestication is an 
abomination.” 

“An abomination,” Mr. Fox said. 

“We did not realize at the time of all your good advice just how 
abominable it was,” Mr. Hippopotamus continued. 

“I’ve been saying that, Mr. Hippopotamus,” Mr. Vulture said. 
“T’ve been trying to point that out all along.” 

“Well,” Mr. Fox said with the merest glance at Mr. 
Hippopotamus, “we have come to realize just how abominable it is 
after you and the good Rev. Armadillo spoke to Leader Lion.” 

Mr. Vulture continued to nod his bald head. 

“After all, Rev. Armadillo received a sign, did he not?” 

“Why yes!” 

“A sign from the Supreme King Himself.” 

“Directly.” 

“And Mr. Hippopotamus and I were quite pleased that you 
convinced Leader Lion to make that Leadership Decision to add 
more words to the list of Wild Animal Values to make it more good.” 
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“Oh, yes, our Wild Animal Values are supreme.” 

“We do thank you for that.” 

“And thank you, Mr. Fox, because Rev. Armadillo and I felt that 
Leader Lion must recognize the importance of the potential chaos 
that would result if domestication became widespread in our Wild 
Animal Nation.” 

“Domestication has the power,” Mr. Fox said slyly, “to destroy 
everything that a Benevolent Jungle stands for.” 

“Most certainly.” 

“And that cheetah and that leopard.” 

“Most disgusting. That is the start. That was the sign.” 

Mr. Fox nodded. “Cannibalism too.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings. “That is also an abomination.” 

“Clearly an abomination.” 

“T couldn’t agree more.” 

“That is why Mr. Hippopotamus and | need to have your full 
support to help us rid these two scourges from this great Wild 
Animal Nation. Mr. Hippopotamus and I have to come to realize 
that these two abominations are indeed the cause of all this chaos 
in Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

“Most surely.” 

“We can depend upon your full support?” 

“T will do anything to make this Wild Animal Nation more 
good.” 

Mr. Fox nodded. “And that’s all we’re trying to do. To make 
everything more good.” 

“And,” Mr. Hippopotamus added, “a new tree in the Vulture 
Area might be a nice touch.” 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings at this suggestion. “Oh my, yes, 
that would be quite nice.” 

“But this must be all Tip Top Secret,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Why, of course.” 

And Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus laid out their plan. 

Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head up and down and down and 
up as they revealed their cunning scheme. 
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Chapter 17 


The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 787 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Camel Not Found. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,645 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Further Food Reductions To Help Armed Forces To 
Protect and Preserve Us. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 814 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Washington Offensive Against Llama Area Fails. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,718 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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The wild animals in Wild Animal Nation Washington were 
beginning to question more and more the wisdom of having 
moved against Leader Camel. No IEDs had been found. The 
abundance of food suddenly disappeared. The areas were 
becoming more and more unclean. Leader Lion kept calling for 
brave sacrifices on the part of all wild animals to spread a 
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Benevolent Jungle to all the Wild Animal Nations in the land. The 
wild animals kept muttering about the maiming issue and the 
caged wild animals. Some wild animals wondered how much 
barbed wire and razor wire would prevent another aerial attack. 
Some wild animals started to question exactly how much more 
good the list of Wild Animal Values truly was. Some wild animals 
wondered what was going on with the various Probe Panels. More 
and more wild animals were being killed and wounded. 
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Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, mounted it, and started to 
yowl. 

“Leader Lion is great! Leader Lion is magnificent! He is the 
King of a Benevolent Jungle! He works day and night and night 
and day to protect and preserve us!” 

Mr. Baboon paused to gaze at the gathering of wild animals 
before him. 

“Our Wild Animal Values are supreme! Our Wild Animal 
Values come from the Supreme King Himself! You can read them. 
It is there in black and white. Read them and stand in awe before 
their wisdom.” 

Mr. Baboon paused again. 

“We all know Leader Yak is a domesticated wild animal, do we 
not? We all know that Leader Camel is a domesticated wild 
animal, do we not? I am here today to tell you that domestication 
is an abomination! An abomination! It is there in Number 6 of our 
universal Wild Animal Values. I repeat, domestication is an 
abomination and the work not of the Supreme King but of the 
Undergrounder. 

“We in this great Wild Animal Nation Washington must not 
tolerate domestication! Do we want to become like cats and dogs 
and cows in the Outside World? I say NO with thunder! 
Domestication must not be tolerated!” 
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Reverend Armadillo dragged out a crate, mounted it, and 
started to screech as best as he could. 

“Ah-ah, Leader Lion is great! Ah-ah, Leader Lion is 
magnificent! Ah-ah, he is the King of a Benevolent Jungle! He 
works day and night and night and day to protect and preserve 
us!” 

Reverend Armadillo paused to gaze at the gathering of wild 
» animals before him. 
“Our Wild Animal Values are supreme! Ah-ah, our Wild 
‘ Animal Values come from the Supreme King Himself! You can read 
them. Ah-ah, it is there in black and white. Read them and stand in 
awe before their wisdom.” 

Reverend Armadillo paused again. 

“Ah-ah, we all know Leader Yak is a domesticated wild animal, 
do we not? Ah-ah, we all know that Leader Camel is a 
domesticated wild animal, do we not? Iam here today to tell you 
that domestication is an abomination! Ah-ah, an abomination! It is 
there in Number 6 of our universal Wild Animal Values. I repeat, 
domestication is an abomination and the work not of the Supreme 
King but of the Undergrounder. 

“We in this great Wild Animal Nation Washington must not 
tolerate domestication! Ah-ah, do we want to become like cats and 
dogs and cows in the Outside World? I say NO with thunder! Ah- 

r ah, domestication must not be tolerated! 
Z “Ah-ah, [have had a sign, my fellow wild animals, directly 
‘ from the Supreme King Himself!” 
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» Mr. Vulture dragged out a crate, mounted it, and started to 
shriek as best as he could. 
Mr. Fox dragged out a crate, mounted it, and started to bark as 
best as he could. 
Even Mr. Hippopotamus dragged out a crate, mounted it 
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carefully, and started to bellow through those tusks of his as best as 
he could. 
And so the battle against domestication began. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Declares Domestication An Abomination. 

Mr. Elephant, with his great ears flapping, read the article in the 
morning’s edition with a slight chill in his trunk. He was still in 
charge of Wild Animal Nation Washington Education and had 
been directed by Mr. Fox to start teaching Domestication 
Abomination classes immediately. 

As he folded the newspaper, he could think only of his fellow 
kin who worked for man in the Outside World. 

Not only Mr. Elephant read the article with worry, but also the 
dolphins and the whales and the monkeys and the parrots and the 
chimpanzees and the goats. 

Even Mr. Ferret, who had been working paw in paw with Mr. 
Fox, felt a slight prickle of fear slip down his sleek body. 

As the boa constrictors discussed this matter, one boa hissed, 
“Well, some of our brothers and sisters are kept as pets in the 
Outside World.” 

“That doesn’t count,” hissed another boa. 

“Of course it doesn’t,” hissed one more boa. “They’re kept in 
glass cages and oppressed by human kind. They certainly aren’t 
domesticated like cats and dogs.” 

All the boas hissed in agreement. 

In the Ostrich Area, the ostriches were bickering. 

“We're like pigs in the Outside World!” one ostrich exclaimed. 

“It’s not our fault man likes our meat!” another shouted. “It’s 
oppression and hardly constitutes domestication.” 

“Well, I certainly hope so.” 

“Besides, Mr. Ostrich is in charge of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington Preservation. He’s helping Leader Lion uproot Leader 
Camel. That must stand for something.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 999 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Ostrich Claims Progress In Baltimore. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,114 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Dolphin Area and dragged all the dolphins away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington 
Observer announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection 
and Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,215 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,349 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Whale Area and dragged all the whales away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Parrot Area and dragged all the parrots away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Chimpanzee Area and dragged all the chimpanzees away. 

In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Goat Area and dragged all the goats away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection and 
Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,434 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,566 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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Mr. Fox called Mr. Elephant to the Fox Area and ordered him to 
resign. 

“But why?” Mr. Elephant asked, truly surprised. “I’ve been 
working hard to educate the wild animals. I’ve been promoting the 
No Wild Animal Shall Be Trampled program. I started those 
Domestication Abomination classes.” 

“It was a Leadership Decision directly from Leader Lion,” Mr. 
Fox said coldly. 

“And who’s going to replace me, may I ask?” 

“One of my foxes.” 

Mr. Elephant flapped his great ears. 

“To dispel any misunderstanding among the wild animals,” Mr. 
Fox continued in a slow, measured voice, “you will cite personal 
reasons for your resignation.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Mr. Elephant Resigns Education Position For 
Personal Reasons. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Elephant Area and dragged Mr. Elephant and all the elephants 
away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Monkeys To Be Replaced By Gorillas For Better 
Protection And Preservation. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Monkey Area and dragged all the monkeys, howling and 
screaming, away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection And 
Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,555 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,889 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Prairie Dog Area. 

“All of you must come with us,” Captain Gorilla said. 

“What do you mean come with you? What is the meaning of 
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this?” one prairie dog demanded in a loud bark-like yip, since 
prairie dogs are aggressively territorial. 

“You are cannibals,” Captain Gorilla said. 

At this statement, the prairie dog was shocked silent. 

“You are all cannibals,” Captain Gorilla said. “And cannibalism 
is an abomination.” 

“T thought domestication was an abomination.” 

“Domestication and cannibalism are both abominations.” 

Flaring his black-tipped tail, the prairie dog challenged Captain 
Gorilla, “And where exactly is that stated in the list of Wild Animal 
Values?” 

“Tt is a Leadership Decision.” 

“A Leadership Decision?” 

“For the protection and preservation of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington.” | 

“This is an outrage! An utter outrage!” 

But the gorillas dragged all the prairie dogs, yipping and 
squirming, away. 

And so the battle against cannibalism began. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Declares Cannibalism An Abomination. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 1,765 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 3,127 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Gray Seal Area and dragged all the gray seals, slipping and 
grunting, away. 


In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Alligator Area and dragged all the alligators, snapping and 
twisting, away. 

In the dead of night, squads of gorillas descended upon all the 
wild animal areas of all the wild animals who practice cannibalism 
and dragged them all away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection and 
Preservation. 


Chapter 18 


In the Lion Area, Leader Lion was playing with his two cubs. In 
the last couple of weeks, he had decided to wear that crown of 
twigs and acorns all the time, pinned to his great mane. 

“Well,” Leader Lion said, “things seem to be going well.” 

“Oh, very well,” Mr. Fox agreed with a sneer. 

“The wild animals now seem to fully support our effort to rid 
the land of Leader Camel,” Leader Lion growled. 

“Yes,” Mr. Hippopotamus agreed. “That does seem to be the 
case now.” 

“And we're eliminating all those wild animals who are 
domesticated or practice cannibalism,” Leader Lion stated with 
great pride, thinking of his dear friend Reverend Armadillo. 

“And we will continue to purge Wild Animal Nation 
Washington of all those abominations,” Mr. Fox snarled. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,023 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 3,472 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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Mr. Fox called Mr. Ferret to the Fox Area and ordered him to 
resign. 

“But why?” Mr. Ferret asked, shocked. “I’ve done everything 
you ever asked me to do. I’ve worked closely with Captain Gorilla 
to round up wild animals for the protection and preservation of 
Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

“Tt is a Leadership Decision,” Mr. Fox sneered. 

Mr. Ferret placed his black feet firmly on the ground. “Does this 
have anything to do with domestication?” 

“No,” Mr. Fox lied. “Leader Lion wants fresh blood in the Wild 
Animal Nation Washington Office of Inquiry.” 

“Fresh blood?” 

“Yes, fresh blood to make the Office of Inquiry more efficient.” 

“And who, may I ask, will replace me?” 

“One of my foxes.” 

Mr. Ferret stared at Mr. Fox with sudden hatred. “Oh, yes, that 
will make everything more efficient, won’t it?” 

Mr. Fox did not respond to this question but said, simply, “To 
dispel any misunderstanding among the wild animals, you will 
cite personal reasons for your resignation.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Praises Work Of Mr. Ferret But Accepts 
Resignation To Spend Time With Family. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Ferret Area and dragged Mr. Ferret and all the ferrets away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection & Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,333 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 3,654 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Anteater Area. 

“What's this all about?” one anteater asked, placing his massive 
forelegs on the ground and lifting his long, tubular snout. 

“You must come with us for the protection and preservation of 
Wild Animal Nation Washington,” Captain Gorilla declared. 

“What are you talking about? What in the land have we done?” 

“Tt is a Leadership Decision.” 

“A Leadership Decision?” the anteater said. “About what?” 

“About domestication,” Captain Gorilla said. “Domestication is 
an abomination.” | 

The anteater was so stunned by this statement that he swished 
his huge, bushy brown tail from side to side. “But we’re not 
domesticated! We’ve never been domesticated in all our history!” 

“But,” Captain Gorilla said, “anteaters might become 
domesticated and domestication is an abomination.” 

The anteater stared at Captain Gorilla with his tiny eyes. 
“You have to be joking. This is a joke, isn’t it?” 

Captain Gorilla slowly shook his head. “It is a Leadership 
Decision.” 

And the gorillas dragged all the anteaters away. 
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Mr. Fox called Mr. Bear to the Fox Area and ordered him to 
resign. This time, however, Mr. Vulture stood next to Mr. Fox. 

Mr. Bear shook his shaggy head. “I do not understand. Why are 
you asking me to resign?” 

“Tt is a Leadership Decision,” Mr. Fox said. 

Mr. Bear continued to shake his shaggy head. “This is really all 
about domestication, isn’t 1t?” 

Mr. Vulture dipped his bald head up and down and squawked 
with glee, “Domestication is an abomination!” 

“T believe the only abomination I can see is what the two of you 
and Mr. Hippopotamus are doing to Wild Animal Nation 
Washington,” Mr. Bear declared. 

Mr. Vulture did not respond. 

Mr. Fox said, “To dispel any misunderstanding among—” 

“Oh, yes, yes, I know, I will cite personal reasons for my 
resignation.” 

Mr. Fox nodded. 

“And when may I expect to see Captain Gorilla?” Mr. Bear 
asked. “Tonight? Tomorrow night?” 

Mr. Fox remained silent. 

Mr. Vulture squawked, “Domestication is an abomination!” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Praises Work Of Mr. Bear But Accepts 
Resignation For Personal Reasons. 


+e EF 


In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Bear Area and dragged Mr. Bear and all the bears away. 
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Mr. Fox called Mr. Ostrich to the Fox Area and ordered him to resign. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Leader Lion Praises Work Of Mr. Ostrich But Accepts 
Resignation To Spend Time With Family. 

One ostrich snatched the morning edition from the rack and 
raced back to the Ostrich Area. 

“He doesn’t even /iave a family,” one ostrich said when he saw 
the headline. 

“You know what this means, don’t you?” another ostrich said. 

The entire flock of ostriches were in a panic. 

“We have to do something!” 

“We can’t just bury our heads in the sand!” 

“We have to escape!” 

When Mr. Ostrich returned to the Ostrich Area that day, the 
entire flock surrounded him and told them their plan. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the Ostrich 
Area but found only a few stray feathers scattered on the ground. 

Captain Gorilla sounded an alert with his other squads. 

An hour later, he found them all huddled in the back of a 
Baltimore Produce Truck. 

And the gorillas dragged Mr. Ostrich and all the ostriches, 
kicking and shrieking, away. 
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In the Lion Area, Leader Lion sat on his haunches as Mrs. Lion was 
pinning that gold-sprayed crown of twigs and acorns to his head. 

“Welcome,” Leader Lion said to Mr. Fox, Mr. Hippopotamus, and 
Mr. Vulture. “How goes Wild Animal Nation Washington?” 

“Oh, it goes well, Leader Lion,” Mr. Fox said. 


“Oh, quite well,” Mr. Vulture added. 

Mrs. Lion finished pinning the crown to his great mane. 

“Thank you, Lioness.” 

Mrs. Lion purred and gave Leader Lion a little nuzzle. She then 
left to find her two cubs. 

“Have we decided on a replacement for Mr. Ostrich?” Leader 
Lion asked. 

“Yes,” Mr. Hippopotamus answered. “We will appoint Mr. 
Pygmy Hippopotamus to that position.” 

“Mr. Pygmy Hippopotamus,” Leader Lion mused. “Does he 
have the qualifications?” 

“He’s a quick learner,” Mr. Hippopotamus replied. “And he 
will be fully loyal to you, Leader Lion, and will work for the 
goodwill of Wild Animal Nation Washington.” 

“Good, good,” Leader Lion growled. “Loyalty is the most 
important qualification a wild animal can have for such a position.” 

“Yes, Leader Lion,” Mr. Hippopotamus said and grinned his 
tusky grin. “Loyalty above all to the goodwill of Wild Animal 
Nation Washington and for the goodwill of a Benevolent Jungle.” 

Leader Lion nodded and his crown slipped a bit, but he pawed 
it back into place. “Heh-heh, I’m still getting used to wearing this 
thing, but it does look goed, doesn’t it?” 

“Oh, yes,” Mr. Vulture said, dipping his bald head up and 
down. “It befits your leadership position.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Vulture.” 

“Leader Lion?” Mr. Fox said. 

“Yes?” 

“We have another matter we need to discuss with you.” 

“And what matter might that be?” 

“To make the list of Wild Animal Values even more good,” Mr. 
Vulture said. 

“More good?” Leader Lion said. “How much more good can 
that list become?” 

“Oh, it can become the most more good possible,” Mr. Fox 
snarled. 

“Tell me.” 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection and 
Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington 
Observerannounced: 2,654 Washington Wild Animals Now 
Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 3,876 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 


+ tt 


In the dead of night, Mr. Vulture flapped his way to the front 
gate with his bucket of black paint and his paintbrush. This time, 
however, Mr. Fox and Mr. Hippopotamus accompanied him, 
struggling to carry a new piece of plywood. 

At the front gate, the three of them tore down the old list of 
Wild Animal Values and nailed the new piece of plywood to the 
sycamore tree. 

Mr. Vulture, quite adept now at calligraphy, painted away. 

After Mr. Vulture finished his work, all three of them stood 
back to admire the new sign and their handiwork. 
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Once again, as usual, the marmoset made his way to the front 
gate for his morning constitutional. 

Once again, as usual, he stopped to read through the list of 
Wild Animal Values and was astonished to see a brand new sign 
with bold black lettering. 


Wild Animal Value 


What Is Good For One Wild Animal 
Is Good For All Wild Animals 
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The marmoset stood there a long time, staring at the sign and 
blinking his eyes, before he made his way back speedily back to 
the Marmoset Area. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Marmoset Area and dragged all the marmosets away. 
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When Mr. White Tiger saw the new sign, he raced to the 
Tortoise Area to speak to Mr. Tortoise. He found Ms. Chameleon 
there as well, a dull gray color. 

“Have you seen—" 

“Yes,” Mr. Tortoise interrupted, “we both saw the new sign.” 

Mr. White Tiger was beside himself and paced rapidly about 
the Tortoise Area. 

“We have to do something!” Mr. White Tiger growled. “We 
can’t just sit around and paw the ground and do nothing while ... 
while those fools destroy this Wild Animal Nation.” 

“What would you suggest?” Mr. Tortoise asked, stretching his 
head out of his shell. 

“We have to go to Mr. Giraffe and have him—” 

“Mr. Giraffe was dragged away earlier this morning,” Ms. 
Chameleon said. 

Mr. White Tiger stopped pacing and stared at her. “What do 
you mean? What do you mean Mr. Giraffe was dragged away? 
He’s the Supreme Tribunal Justice Chief of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington!” 

Ms. Chameleon turned a deeper gray. 

Mr. Tortoise retracted his head. 

“How can they do this? How can they do this?” Mr. White 
Tiger roared. 

“They have the power and the control,” Ms. Chameleon said in 
a tiny voice. 


“I'm afraid,” Mr. Tortoise said, “that they can do whatever they 
want now.” 

“We cannot let this happen!” Mr. White Tiger roared even 
louder. 

Ms. Chameleon seemed to shrink inside her gray skin. “My 
dear dear dear Mr. White Tiger, it already has happened.” 

The moment Ms. Chameleon said this, a squad of gorillas 
descended upon the Tortoise Area and dragged Mr. Tortoise and 
Ms. Chameleon and Mr. White Tiger away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: More Wild Animals Caged For Protection and 
Preservation. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 2,878 Washington Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: Search For IEDs Continues. 

The headline on the front page of The Wild Washington Observer 
announced: 4,233 Washington Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Bat Area. 

Mr. Bat had been working on tomorrow’s headlines when he 
heard the stomping of feet and pricked up his tiny ears just as the 
gorillas stormed into his area. He turned from his desk to face the 
solid wall of gorillas standing there. 

Mr. Bat flapped his wings and shouted, “I’m working! What do 
you want? I have to get this layout to the printer!” 

From among the black hairy legs of the gorillas, Mr. Fox darted 
forward and stood directly in front of Mr. Bat. 

“Well,” Mr. Bat said slowly and carefully, “to what do I owe 
this honor to have the Deputy Leader of Wild Animal Nation 


Washington pay a visit to my little Bat Area?” 

“As of tonight,” Mr. Fox snarled, “you have been relieved of 
your duties.” 

Mr. Bat laughed. “I own this newspaper. It’s mine. You can’t 
relieve me of my duties.” 

“Yes, | can,” Mr. Fox sneered. “It is a Leadership Decision.” 

At that pronouncement, Mr. Bat flew quickly up to the top of 
the Bat Area, flapping rapidly to get to the entrance. 

All the gorillas started reaching and jumping for him as he 
circled and circled all around. 

“Get him!” Mr. Fox shouted. “He can’t escape! Get him! Leader 
Lion orders you to get him!” 

Finally, one gorilla snatched Mr. Bat from midair. And the 
gorillas dragged Mr. Bat and all the bats away. 
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The headline on the front page of The Fox Washington Observer 
announced: Wild Animals Caged For Betrayal Against Wild 
Animal Nation Washington. 

The headline on the front page of The Fox Washington Observer 
announced: 1,477 Baltimore Wild Animals Now Wounded. 

The headline on the front page of The Fox Washington Observer 
announced: IEDs Discovered In Llama Area. 

The headline on the front page of The Fox Washington Observer 
announced: 2,550 Baltimore Wild Animals Now Dead. 
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In the dead of night, a squad of gorillas descended upon the 
Panther Area and dragged Ms. Panther and all the panthers away. 
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The following morning, Mr. Baboon dragged out his crate, 
mounted it, and started to yowl. 


As Mr. Baboon yowled, Mr. Fox, Mr. Hippopotamus, and Mr. 
Vulture stepped into the Lion Area. 

“Well, well,” Leader Lion said, pawing at his crown of twigs. 
and acorns, “it’s a little early for our morning closed-gate meeting, 
isn’t it? Ms. Panther isn’t even here yet.” 

“She'll be here shortly,” Mr. Fox said. 

“Ah, good, that’s good,” Leader Lion said. “You know how she 
likes to be in on everything’s that happening.” 

Mr. Baboon continued to yowl. 

Leader Lion lifted his head a little and twitched his ears. “My 
goodness, is that Mr. Baboon yowling already? I never realized a 
baboon could yowl so much.” 

“I don’t think Mr. Baboon could ever yowl too much,” Mr. 
Hippopotamus said. 

Leader Lion looked at Mr. Hippopotamus. “Well, heh-heh, ] 
suppose not.” 

“Mr. Baboon yowls for the goodwill of Wild Animal Nation 
Washington. He yowls for a Benevolent Jungle.” | 

Leader Lion nodded. “I know that, Mr. Hippopotamus.” 

“He yowls for the goodwill of this great Wild Animal Nation,” 
Mr. Fox said. 

Leader Lion turned his head to look at him. “Well, of course, he 
yowls for that. What else would he yowl for?” 

“Domestication is an abomination,” Mr. Vulture squawked, 

Leader Lion turned his head to look at him. “I know that. 
Reverend Armadillo knows that. We all know that. Why do you 
think we teach those Domestication Abomination classes to our 
young? Of course it’s an abomination.” 

Mr. Baboon continued to yowl. 

Mr. Fox, Mr. Hippopotamus, and Mr. Vulture all remained 
quiet. 

“Well,” Leader Lion said, “I’m surprised Ms. Panther isn’t here 
yet, but we may as well begin without her.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Fox said, “let’s begin without her.” 

Mr. Hippopotamus, who had been standing in front of the 
entrance to the Lion Area, stepped aside. 


Captain Gorilla and a squad of gorillas stomped into the Lion 
Area. Two gorillas held a net. Two other gorillas held chains. 

Leader Lion twitched his ears and blinked his yellow eyes. 

“Forgive me, Leader Lion,” Captain Gorilla said. 

Leader Lion tossed his great-maned head and the crown of 
twigs and acorns fell to the ground. “What do you mean, Captain 
Gorilla?” 

Mr. Fox picked up the crown. 

Mr. Vulture said, “Domestication is an abomination.” 

Leader Lion just stared at him. 

Mr. Vulture pulled an old poster from the Outside World of 
Barnum and Bailey’s “Greatest Show on Earth” from under his 
wing and presented it to Leader Lion. 

Leader Lion took the poster in his paws and looked down at it. 

All of sudden, Leader Lion let out a great huge roar. “I am the 
King of a Benevolent Jungle!” 

Mr. Baboon yowled away. 

Mr. Hippopotamus grinned his tusky grin. 

Mr. Vulture flapped his wings. 

Cradling the crown of twigs and acorns in his paws, Mr. Fox 
bared his sharp teeth and snapped, “There no longer is a king.” 

And the gorillas dragged Leader Lion away. 
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